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Sing ye Praiſes with Underſtanding, Psal u. xlvii. 7. 
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LONDON: 


Sold at the Chapel, in the New Way, Weftminfier ; 
and by J. Matthews, Strand. 


P R E F AC Ep 


T HE Worſhip of a Chriſtian on 
Earth conſiſts of Confeſſion, Prayer, 
.” Thankſgiving and Praiſe. Confeſ- 
ſion and Prayer belong to him as guilty, 
weak, and needy. Thankſgiving as the 
Object of ſparing Mercy, providential 
Goodneſs, and ſpecial Grace.—But Praiſe 


properly terminates in Gop. It flows 


from a Love and Admiration of his Ex- 
cellencies and Attributes, wherever, when- 


ever, or on whomſoever diſplayed. 


Now abideth Confeſſion, Prayer, Praiſe, 
theſe three ; but the greateſt of theſe is 
Praiſe : for, when Time ſpall be no more, 


and 


err. 


and the Believer ſhall have neither Sins 
to confeſs, or Wants to make known, 
freſh and brighter Diſcoveries of intrinſic 
Beauty, redeeming Glory, and condeſcend- 
ing Grace will conſtrain his Praiſe to 
burſt forth in 


Bleſſing, Honour, Glory, Power, 
Be unto the Lamb for ever. 
Irsus ChRISTH is our Redeemer, 
Hallelujah ! Hallelujah! Hallelujah ! 
Praiſe the Lox. 
Rev. 5. 13. 
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INDEX 


IL N D EB 


Debtor to Merey alone — m/ 
Alas ! and did my Saviour bleed 
All Glory be to God on high — 
All Praiſe to the Lord, all Praiſe is his Due 


1 [ 


All ye that paſs by. — — — 
And are we Wretches yet alive — — 
Array'd in mortal Fleſh — _ 
At thy Command our deareſt Lord — 
Awake and ſing the Song — — 
Awake my Soul in joyful Lays — — 
Awake our Souls, away our Fears — 
Away my unbelieving Fear — — 


Br: Jehovah's awful Throne 


Begin my Tongue {ome heavenly Theme | 


Beloved Saviour faithful Friend — 
Beloved Saviour, Prince of Life 
Be preſent at our Table, Lord ! 
Bleſſed be God, for ever bleſt — 
Bleſſed Lord be thou our Teacher 
Bleſt are the Souls that hear and know 
Bleſt be the dear unitin Glace — 
Bleſt be the Father and his Love 
Blood has a Voice to Pierce the Skies 
Blow ye the Trumpet blow 
Brethren let us join to bleſs — 
Bury'd in Shadows of the Night — 
* O my Soul, the PIR God 
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I ND BE Xx. 


NAptain of thine enliſted Hoſt  - 
Chriſt's own ſoft Hand ſhall wipe the Tear 
| Chriſt the Lord is riſen to Day = 
Come guilty Souls and flee away — 
Come 2 Souls approach your God 
Come, Ho:y Ghoſt, deſcend from high 
Come Holy Ghoſt thine Influence * 
Come Holy Spirit come — 
Come Holy Spirit, Heav'nly Dove — 
Come let us all unite to praiſe — 
I} Come let us join our chearful Songs 
Come my Father's Famil 
Come Sinners to the Gofpel Feaſt — 
Come thou almighty King — 
Come thou Fount of ev'ry Bleſſing 
Come thou Incarnate word — 
Come ye humble Sinner Train — 
Come ye Sinners, poor and wretched, Bring, &c. 
Come ye Sinners, poor and wretched 
Compaſſionate Bridegroom, my Shepherd, &c. 


EAR EST Jeſus come to me — 
Deareſt of all the Names above 


Dear Lord attend our Prayer — 
Deep in the Duſt, before thy Throne 
Diſmifs us with thy Bleſſing Lord — 


I "RF by the Word of Grace 
Eternal Spirit we confeſs — 


Ather, God, who ſeeſt in me — 
Father n the Blood of Jeſus — 
Father how wide thy Glory ſhines 
Father I ſtretch mire Hands to thee 
| Father of Earth and Heaven = 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt — 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt — 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt — 
Firm as the Earth, thy 'Goſpel ſands — 
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I N D E X. 


Flow faſt my Tears, the Cauſe is great 
Free Grace to every Heav'n-born Soul 
From all that dwell below the Skies 


IVE glory to God — — 
Go forth in Spirit go — 

God moves in a myſterious Way — 
God of all Grace and Majeſty — 


God of my Salvation hear — 
Grace how exceeding ſweet to thoſe 
Gracious Lord incline thine ear — 


Great God thy ſovereign Aid impart 
Guide me, O thou great Jehovah — 


] he Alpha and Omega hail — 
Hail holy, holy, holy Lord — 
Hail thou once deſpiſed Jeſus — 
Happy am I when I feel — — 
Happy the Heart where Graces reign 
appy we are when Guilt is gone — 
Hark ! the beſt news that ever came 
Hark! the herald Angels ſing — 
He comes he comes from yonder Sky 
He dies! the Friend of Sinners dies 
He is a God of ſov'reign Love — 
He lives! He lives! and fits above — 
Head of the Church Triumphant — 
Hearts of Stone relent, relent — 
Hither ye poor, ye ſick, ye blind 
Ho ! every one that thirſts draw nigh 
Holy Lamb, who thee receive — 


Hoſannah to the Son — — 
How bleſt ar: they whoſe Feet have found 
How glorious the Lamb — — 


How heavy is the Night — — 

How pleaſant, how divinely fair 

How ſad our State by nature is — 

How ſafe and how happy are they 

How ſweet and awful is the Place — * 
How ſwect a Thing it is to ſee — 
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Xu DAS SES i ud. SES Ac YES. en. 4 Am 


If jeſus is yours — 


n 


I ESUs at thy Command 


fſeſu, Jeſu King of Saints — 
eſu, Lover of my Soul — — 
Jeſu, thy Blood and Rightecuſneſs 
Jeſus, all Praiſe is due to thee |  — 
Jeſus and ſhall it ever be — — 
Jeſus invites his ſaints — — 
Jeſus let me taſte thy Grace — 
Jeſus, let thy pitying Eye —— 
Jeſus my all to Heaven is gone — 


Jeſus our blind and trembling Souls 
Jeſus our triumphant Head — — 
Jeſus thou lovely bleeding Lamb — 


Jeſus we claim thee for our own 

In every trouble ſharp and ſtrong — 
Join all the glorious Names — 
Is there a Thing that moves and breaks 
I thank thee high and mighty One 

J will lay me down to Sleep — 


| 122 with guilt and full of Fears 


Laden with guilt Sinners ariſe 


Let Earth and Heav'n agree — 


Let me my Saviour and my God — 
Let worldly Minds the World purſue 
Lift up your Eyes to th' Heav'nly Seats 
Lift up your Heads in Joyful Hope. 
Light of thoſe whoſe dreary Dwelling 
Lo! he comes with Clouds deſcending 
Long did I ſeek with troubled Mind 
Lord how delightful tis to ſee — 
Lord how divine thy Comforts are 
Lord if with thee part I bear _ 
Lord look on all aſſembled here — 
Lord may I never once forget _ 
Lord make me faithful to my call — 
Lord take my Heart juſt as it is — 
Lord what a wretched Land is this 
Lord we are vile, conceiv'd in Sin 


| 
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INDE xX. 


ERCY is welcome News indeed 
My bleſſed Saviour is thy Love 
My deareſt Lord I now fink down 
My hiding-place my Refuge, Tower 
My Saviour thou didſt ſhed _ 
My Soul before thee proſtrate hes — 
My Soul repeat his Praiſe — 


| AKED as from the Earth we came 

No more my God, I boaſt no more 

No more with trembling Heart | try 

Not all the Blood of Beaſts — 

Not different Food, nor different Dreſs 

Nothing but thy Blood, O jeſus — 

Not with our mortal Eyes — 

Now begin the heav'nly Theme — 

Now I have found the bleſſed Ground 
Now to the Power of God ſupreme 


FAY Come thou wounded Lamb of God 
O Dear Redeemer who alone 
O deareſt Lord give me a Heart — 
O deareſt Lord take thou my Heart 
O Father of Heaven be ever adored 
O give me, Saviour, give me ſtill 
O God how endleſs 1s thy Love 
O great Redeemer of Mankind 
O God our Help in Ages paſt 
O Jeſus, everlaſting God 
O ſeſu, Jeſu, gracious Lord 


O Jeſu our Lord — — — 


O Jeſu, we pray — — 

O Lord how great's the Favour 

O my Lord, I've often muſed 

O patient, ſpotleſs Lamb — 

O Saviour could I always keep 

O tell me no more — 

O thou, tender, loving Jeſus 

O what ſhall I do my Saviour to praiſe 
Oh, how glorious is that Myſtery 
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Oh, that our flinty Hearts would melt 
Oh, what Wonders Love has done 


Oh, when my righteous judge ſhall come 


Once more before we part — 
Our God how firm his Promiſe ſtand 
Our Lives, our All we here preſent 
Our Lord 1s riſen from the Dea — 
Our Shepherd alone — — 


3 a helpleſs Sinner Lord — 


Plung'd in a Gulph of dark Deſpair 


Praiſe God from whom all Bleſſings flow 
Praiſe the Lord who reigns above 


NR your triumphant Songs 
Rejoice, rejoice, ye fallen Race 


Rejoice the Lord is Kin " 
Rejoice ye Heav'ns and Barth reply 


Riſe up my Spouſe thy Bridegroom waits 


Alvation is for ever nigh — 

0 Salvation ! O the Joyful Sound 

Saviour canft thou Love a Traitor — 
Say where's thy Hope, thou Sinner, ſay- 
See my Soul with Wonder ſee — 
Sinners attend, attend I pray — 
Sinners! come, look at him yonder 
Sinners obey the Goſpel Word — 
Sinners redeemed up to the Skies — 
Sinners the pierced Redeemer ſee — 


Sing we to our God above — 
Sing to the Lord Jehovah's Name 

Sons of God triumphant riſe —, 
Source of Light and Pow'r divine — 
Spirit of Faith, come down — 
Strangers and Sojourners below — 


Sweet is the Mem'ry of thy Grace 
Sweet the Moments rich in Bleſſing 


innen 


[141199444 443443943) 


IN D E KX. 


ede * * 93 
HANES to God for every Servant — 1 yo 
Thanks to thy Name, O Lord, that we 137 


The blefſed Jeſus is my Lord, my Love 
Tbe Croſs, the Croſs, O that's my Gain 
Th' extent of Jeſu's Love — — 
The God of Abraham praiſe — 
The God of Mercy be adored — 
The God whoſe Smiles we court — 
The Lord firſt empties whom he fills 
The Lord hath ſworn and cannot lie 
The Lord my Paſture ſhall prepare — 
The Lord ef Earth and Sky — 
The Lord prepares a royal Feaſt — 
The one Thing neec!ul, that good Part 
The Sinner that by p:ecieus Faith — 
The Souls that would to Jeſus preſs 
| The Spirits of the juſt — — 
| Ttere is a Fountain filled with Blood 
They pierced him to the Heart — 
This God is the God we adore — 
This is my Hope, O precious Chriſt 
This was Compaſſion like a God — 
Thou dear Redeemer dying Lamb 
Thou Friend of Sinners hear my cry 
Thou, Saviour, my good Shepherd art 
Thou Saviour divine — — 
Thou who for Sinners once waſt ſlain 
Thro' Chriſt when we together came 
Thy Mercy, my God, is the Theme of my Song 
Tis finiſhed the Redeemer ſaid — 
Tis my privilege below — — 
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt 
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt — 
To God the Father's Throne — 
To God the only wiſe — — 
To God who reigns enthroned on high 
Touch with a living Coal the Lip 
*T'was on that dark that doleful Night 
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With fiery Serpents greatly pained 


IND XA. 
1 from the darkſome Tomb — 113 


E bleſs the Prophet of the Lord 
We give immortal Praiſe — 

Welcome bleſt Day of ſweet repoſe 
Well ! the Redeemers gone — 
We thank thee Lord for this our Food 
What ails this wretched Heart of Stone 
W hat can a Sinner do like me — 
What equal Honours ſhall we brin 
What ObjeR's this that meets my . 
When Darkneſs long has veiled my Mind 
When Ican read my Title clear — 
When I ſurvey the wond'rous Croſs 
Who hath our Report believed — 
Why do we mourn departing Friends 
Why ſhould the Children of a King 


With Joy we meditate the Grace 
World adieu, thou real Cheat 


FISTHITTEHTIFETLE HH 


E Servants of God, your Maſter proclaim 159 
Ye that paſs by behold the Man — 
Ye wretched, hungry, ſtarving poor — 162 


13 ariſe, thy Garments make — 142 


& The Letters and Figures, before each 
Hymn, ſhew the Meaſures ; C. M. Com- 
mon Meaſure, L. M. Long Meaſure, &c, 
The P. and Figures which follow point out 
the Page of the former Book, and from 

which, by far, the greateſt Part of the 
following Hymns have been extracted. 
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HYMN I. C. M. p. 43 


*Free Grace. 


RACE, how excceding ſweet te thoſe 
Who feel they Sinners are | 
Sunk and diſtreſt, they taſte and know 
Their Heav'n is only there. 


Thus Grace, free Grace, moſt ſweetly calls, 
Directly come, who will; 

Juſt as you are; for CHalsr receives 
Poor helpleſs Sinners ſtill. Late 15. 2. 


We thirſt, O Lord ; give us, this Day, 
To taſte more of this Grace ; 

More of that Stream which from the Rock 
Flow'd thro' the Wilderneſs.— 1 Cor. 10. 4. 


Tis Grace alone that feeds our Souls, 
Grace keeps us inly poor; 

And, Oh ! that nothing elſe but Grace 
May rule for evermore ! 


B 


rr 


14 
AMR . C. M. p.4 
Abounding Grace, 


Tesv, JEsv, gracious LorD, 

How wond'rous is thy Love, 
Thy Patience, Pity, Tendernets, 
Which I each Moment prove! 


But Oh ! how faithleſs is my Mind, 
How apt to turn aſide, | 
And wander in its own Deceits 
Of Reafonings and Pride. 


Vet, deareſt SAy1ouR, love me ſtill, 
Tho? ſinful, weak, and poor, 

For well I know where Sin abounds, 
Thy Grace aboundeth more.—Roz. 5. 20. 


O let me not thy Grace abuſe, - Rom. 6. 15. 


And Sin becauſe thou'rt good; 
Rather my Soul be fill'd with Shame, 
I &er thy Love withſtood. 


HYMN III. C. M. p. 5 


For Increaſe of Grace. 


GIVE me, Saviour, give me ſtill 
My Poverty to know ; _ 
Increaſe my Faith, each Day in Grace 
And Knowledge may I grow, * 
Open ſtill more the Myſtery —Eph. 3. 9. 
Of thy dear bleeding Croſs ; 
And for this precious Pearl, let me * 


Count all Things elſe but Droſs.— Phil. 3. 8. 
® Mat. 13. 46. 


25 J 
O how tranſcendent is that Grace, 
Which tliou do'ſt then beſtow, 
When nothing in myſelf I feel, 
But Mifery and Woe ! 
"Tis then indeed, iny gracious LorDy 
Thy Riches brightly ſhine, 
O chear and comfort my poor Soul 
With Light and Love divine. 


HYMN IV. 78. -- p-9 


Fellowſhip with CHRIST. 1 John 1. 3- 


APPY am I, when I feel, 
E my. worthleſs Heart; 
When he does himſelf reveal, 


And his precious Love impart. 


Bleſſed Fellowſhip I prove, 

Peace and Love, and Comfort ſweet 3 
Then I weep, and fing, and love; 

Then I worſhip at his Feet. 


Then with happy John I view 

All his Pody mark'd with Scars; 
And with Mary can bedew 

Both his Feet with melting Tears. 


Here, dear LoRD, I'd ever ſtay, 
Free from all the noiſy Croud ; 
Live with Thee by Night, by Day 
Live in Fellowſhip with 4 5 


Feaſt me with thy dying Love, 
Whilſt I run the Chriſtian Race; 

Then my Soul to Heay'n remove, 
There again to ſing thy Grace. 
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HYMN V. IL. M. p. 12 


A precious CuRIsT. 1 Pet. 2. 7. 


B1S is my Hope, O precious ChRISr, 
When Earth's alluring Things 4 
I call, I ſigh, for Thee I thirſt, 
I long to feel Thee only dear. 


Sometimes my Sky from Storms is free, 
And then my Cup with Joy flows o'er, 
Without a Cloud my CHRIST I ſee, 

And feel the SAviouR'sſtrength'ning Pow'r, 


O Tesv, let it ftill be thus, 
This Favour ever let me prove; 
Fix me for ever at thy Croſs, 
And bind me there with Cords of Love, 


(Hof. 11. 4. 


, 


Caſting Care upon the Loxp. 


ESUS, our blind and trembling Souls, 
Let thy ſoft Voice perſuade, 
In all Diſtreſs to come to Thee, 
We need not be afraid. 


Is Sin our Grief ? Whatever on, 


No Difference it makes : 
'Tis all forgiven thro' that Blood 


Thou ſneddedſt for our Sakes. 


Is Unbelief the Sin we feel. — 7 16. 9. 
Above all Sin accurtt : 

Vet when Thou ſufferedſt for Sin, 
Thou didft include the werſt, 


[17] 
Are we o'erwhelm'd with Thought aud Care? 
Hath Sorrow ſeiz d our Breaſt ? F 


Tho? tis a Shame it ſhould be fo, 
Yet Thou wilt give us Reſt. 


Are we uncertain what's the Caſe, 
But feel we are not Right ? 
Our Hearts before Thee we muſt lay, 
Be Children in thy Sight. 


HYMN VII. C. M. p. 196 
The Sinner's Reſt, 


THOU Friend of Sinners / hear my Cry, 
And grant me my Requeſt; 
That in thy Death I now may find 
My everlaſting Reſt. 


There is no Happineſs or Peace, 
That can be found elſewhere ;, 
In it alone my Life PII ſeek, 
In it thy Love declare. 


May I no more reſiſt thy Love, OR 
o more thy SPIRIT grieve ;—F£ph. 4. 30. 
But as a little Child become, 
And fimply Thee believe. 


Faith is thy Gift, moſt gracious Loxp, * 
Beſtow it now on me; 
Then a poor Sinner's Right I'Il claim, 
W holly to truſt in Thee. 


To truſt in Thee, who haſt redeem'd 
My Soul from endleſs Pain, 
That I might know no other Theme,. 
But that the Lams was ſlain. 
El. 2. 8. 


B 3. 
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HYMN VIII. C. M. p. 20 


The Good Shepherd, John 10. 11. 

HOU Saviour my good Shepherd art, 
Thy Voice, dear Lokp, I know; 

When * aim'd the Sword “ at me, 

Thy Heart receiv'd the Blow. 


My Heart was broke with Shame and Grief, 
Th Pity felt my Pain ; 

liſa up my Wounds, my Strength renew'd. 
And gave me Health again. 


Thou me doſt lead and gently tend, 
And feed in Paſtures good: HF.. 23. 2. 
And bring me to the living Stream 

Of thy moſt precious Blood. 


Thy Blood ! O 8 Sound to me, 
And all thy helpleſs Sheep; 
There lies my ſure Defence by Day, 


My Shelter when T ſleep. g 


HYMN IX. 886, p. 81 
The Bridegroom's Call. 


ISE up, my Spouſe, thy Bridegroom waits * 
R Unwearied at thy Temple Gates, 
hy fainting Soul to chear; 
Open to me, f I come to bleſs, 
And cloath thee with my Righteouſneſs, 
And banith all thy Fear. 


* Zech. 13. 7 t Cann. 5 2. 0 


1g} 


All reaſoning Thoughts I will remove, 
And tell thee of my dying Love, 
Thy Soul to captivate : 
Upon my Head the Dewsdiftil, | 
Locks the Drops. of Evening fill, 
hile T to bleſs thee wait. 


What pleaſing Votte is this I hear ? 
Soul, *tis thy Lord, thine Huſband dear, 
- *Tis ]E8vs, none but He: 
Oh! bid me, Jesvs, bid me come; 
And take a weary Traveller -Home: 

I long to be ſet free. Phil. 1. 23. 


Let my poor Soul in Thee find Reſt, 
And leaning on thy loving Breaſt, 
Caſt all my Griefs away: 
Skfeen me beneath the cooling Shade, 
Which is for weary Pilgrims made, 
To chear them GC the Way,—Cant. 2. 3. 


HYMN X. S. M. p. 23 


The Church's privilege. 


HE God, whoſe Smiles we court, 
From whom we Favour claim; 
W hoſe Love alone new Life imparts, 
And gives the heav'nly Flame, 
Is none but the meek LAMB; 
Our Dear Exalted Loxd.; 
Whoſe Grace and SPIRIT ſtill remain 
To bleſs us in his Word. 


His Promiſe is the ſame 
His Church below to bleſs, 

When they aſſemble in his Name-Mat. 18. 20. 
To ſupplicate his Grace: 


[20] 


A Train of Sinners poor 
He will not caſt behind; 

But keeps his Word for evermore;. 
And bears them on his Mind. 


To our Relief He flies, 5 
He flies from Realms above; 
Anſwers our Prayers in ſweet Replies, 
And Tokens of his Love. 
Shall we not Witneſs bear 
How faithful He hath been; 
And boldly to the World declare, 
Salvation we have ſeen !—Luke 2. 30. 


Yes, if Thou'lt help us, Lokn, 
Thy Name, we will confeſs; 
And ſpeak of Thee the living Word, 
The Lord our Righteouſneſs. —Fer. 23. 6. 
We'll mention to thy Praiſe 
Fhe Triumphs of thy Death; 
And ſing thine everlaſting Grace 
Ev'n with our lateſt Breath. 


HYMN XI. C. M. p. 26 
The Sinner at Jeſu's Feet. 


AV deareſt Loxp, I:now ſink down, 
| And bow before thy Feet; 

Here is my» Heart, moſt-vile and baſe, 
Make it for Thee meſt meet. 


For whither can I go, my Lokp, 
But. only to thy Blood? 
More healing far than Siam 's Pool, 

Or Jordan's ſwelling Flood, 


a 


[ 21] 
thank Thee for that Grace and Light 
Which ſhew me what I am : 


L thank Thee too for all I know 
Of Thee thou blefled LAMB. 


True, *tis but little that I know 
Of Thee and what Thou art; 
But daily teach me more and more, 


Till Thou doſt fill my Heart ! 


HYMN XII. C. M. p. 27 


Preſſing thro? the Croud. 


HE Souls that would to Jesvs preſs, 
: Muſt fix this fitm and ſure ; 
That Tribulation more or leſs, 


The World oppoſes from without, 
And Unbelief within ; 

We fear, we faint, we grieve, we doubt 
And feel the Load of Sin, 


Glad Frames too often lift us up ;—P/a. 30. 6. 
And then how proud we grow | 

Till fad Deſertion makes us droop; 
And down we fink as low. 


Ten thouſand Baits the Foe prepares 
To catch the wand'ring Heart; 

And ſeldom do we ſee the Snares, 
Before we feel the Smart. 


But let not all this terrify ; 
Purſue the narrow Path; — Hat. 7. 14. 
Look to the LoRD with ſtedfaſt Eye; 
Fight the goed Fight of Faith. 


[22] 
Tho“ we are feeble, CHRIST is ſtrong: 
His Promiſes are true ; 


We ſhall be Conqu'rors all, e'er long, 
And more than Cong u' rors too. — Rom. 8. 37. 


HYMN XIII. C. M. p. 29 
Welcome News, 


ERCY is welcome News indeed, 
To thoſe that guilty ſtand : 
Wretches, that fee] what Help they nced,, 
Will bleſs the helping Hand. 


Who rightly would his Alms diſpoſe, 
Muſt give them to the Poor ; 

None but the wounded Patient knows: 
The Comforts of his Cure. 


We all have finn'd againſt our Gop ;; 
Exception none can boaſt : 

But he, that feels the heavieſt Load,, 
Will prize Forgiveneſs moſt, 


No Reck'ning can we rightly keep, 
For who the Sums can know? 

Some Souls are fifty Pieces deep ;—Lutke 7. 4. 
And ſome five hundred owe. 


But let our Debts be what they may, 
However great or ſmall ; a 

As ſoon as we have Nought to pay, 
Our Lok forgives us all. —Luke 7. 42. 


In perfect Poverty alone 
'T' he Soul is ſet at large: 

While we can call one Mite our own, 
We have no full Diſcharge, 
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HYMN XIV. 10s. p. 31 
The Sinner's Deligbt. 


HE bleſſed IE sus is my Loxp, my L. ove, 
| He is my Choice, from Him T would not 
(move. 


Away then, all ye Objedts that divert, 
And ſeck to draw from my dear Loxp my 
(Heart ! 


That uncreated Beauty, which hath gain'd 
My worthleſs Heart, has all your Glory ſtain d. 


Above's my Home, my Country 1s above, 
That blefled Land of Life, of Light, and Love: 


There lives my LoRD, and there Tlong to live: 
He gave theſe Longings, and Himſelf will give, 


In the mean Time, Logp, ſhew Thyſelf to me, 
Till Thou ſhalt pleaſe to take me upto Thee. 


So guide me here that we no more may part: 
Till Thou ſhalt take my Soul, Lorp,: keep 
(my Heart, 


And dwell in me, till I with Thee ſhall dwell: 
This Earth with Thee is Heav'n, without 
| (Thee Hell. 


HYMN XV. 8. p. 34 
The ſingle Eye. 


SAVIOUR, could I always keep, 
My Eye on Thee, the living Way, 
I then, though once a wand'ring Sheep, 
Should no more from Thee run aſtray : 
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But whereſoc'er Thou wenteſt, I 
Should ſimply go, nor aſking why. Lute 


(22. 33. 
O that I never could forget, 
One Moment, what Thou, Loxp, haſt done 
To fave my Soul, and make me meet, 
To fit with Saints upon a Throne :—Rev. 
O that thy Off ' ring on the Tree (3. 21. 
Might ever more be ey'd by me ! | 


HYMN XVI. C. M. p.35- 
T he Sinner's Shield. 


APPY we are when Guilt is gone! 
This alters all our Frame; 
D1ns and Temptations ſtill come on, 
But we are not the ſame. 


What did afflict us much before, 
And give us anxious Care, 
The faithful Breaſt it hurts no more; 
For now the Lord is there, —Exzek. 48. 35. 


Are we through dang'rous Paths to rove, 
The Shades of Death to paſs ? 

Our Shield eternal is his Love, 
Our Light his gracious Face. 


HYMN XVII. 55. p. 35 


Longing for Jesvs. 


EAREST Jesus, come to me, 
And abide eternally ; 
Worthy Friend of Sinners, come, 


Fill and make my Heart thy Home, —John 14. 


(23. 
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Oftentimes for Thee I ſigh, 
Nothing elſe can give me Joy ; 
This is ſtill my Cry to Thee, 
Deareſt Jesvs, come to me. 


Could I clearly ſee above, 

What thy Saints poſſeſs in Love; 
All would be but Miſery, 

Except JEsUs was with me. 


SON of God, my deareſt Loxp, 

All my Crown and my Reward : 

Thou who freely d itt for me, 

Shalt alone my Hu and be.—Iſa. 54. 5. 


HYMN XVIII. 8 8 6. p. 36 
Self- re ſignation. 


ORD make me faithful to my Call, 
In Heart ftill truly give up all, 
Myſelf to thee refign : 
When Dangers threaten me around, 
Invincible may I be found, 


Never thy Will decline 


My Feet with holy Oil anoint; 

The deſtin'd Path, Thou doſt appoint, 
Gladly I then will tread; 

Bedew me with a genial Show'r, 


Into my Heart thine Influence pour, 
With living Manna feed. | 


23 feb Eye, a faithful Heart, — Mat. 6. 22. 
! Jesvs, to thy Child impart, 
n ev'ry trying 


— II"IE _ 
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Reas'ning's tormenting Thoughts prevent, 


Still keep my Eyes on Thee intent, 
*T ill Sight my Faith o'erpow'r. 


„„ 
Cnr1sT the Rock. 


O more with trembling Heart I try 
A Multitude of Things ; 
Still wiſhing to find out that Polar, 
From whence Salvation ſprings.-P/. 37. 39. 


My Anchor's caſt upon the Rock, 
Where I ſhall ever reſt _ 
From all the Labours of my Thoughts, 
And Workings of my Breaſt.— Heb. 6. 19. 


What is my Rock? Tis Jesus CHRIST, 
Whom faithleſs Eyes paſs o'er; 

Let there poor Sinners Anchor may, 
And ne'er be ſhaken more, 


HYMN XX. C. M. p.39 
Isus our Theme. | 


HOU Dear REDEEMER, Dying LAMB! 
1 We love to hear of Thee: 
No Muſic, like thy lovely Name, 
Does ſound ſo ſweet to me! 
O may we ever hear thy Voice 
In — to us ſpeak ! 
And in our PrIEsT will we rejoice, : 
Thou Great MELCcnistpEc !—Heb. 7. 21. 
| Hallelujah. 


— 
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Our Jesvs ſhall be ſtill our Theme, 
While in this- World we ſtay ; 

We'll fing our Jesv's lovely Name, 
When all Things elſe decay: 

When we appear in yonder Cloud Col. 3. 4. 
With all his tavour'd Throng, 

Then will we fing more ſweet, more loud, 


And JEsUs be our Song. Hallelujah, 


HYMN XXI. 8s. p. 40 
The Sinner's Hope. 


AY, where's thy Hope? thou Sinner, ſay, 
Look ev'ry where, and alk. around; 
Who all the maghty Debt can pay, | 
Can a fit Ranſom eꝰer be found ?-. 33. 24. 
Yes, LoRD, before I drew my Breath, , 
The Lams for me had ſuffer'd Death! 


Far, far away, muſt Satan fly, 
Nor think me Captive to detain * 
For Jesus, when He deign'd to die, 
My Bondage broke, and burſt my Chain; 
And Conqu'ror in the dreadful Fight, 
My Soul from thence becomes his Right. 


Take Thou Poſſeſſion of my Heart, 
Esu, and make me hve to Fhee; 
With Thee let nothing claim a Part, 
But Thou my All for ever be! 
And give me, with thy Saints above, 
All Joy in Thee, Thou God of Love: 
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HYMN XXII. C. M. p. 41 
The Heart refigned. 


ORD take my Heart juft as it is, 
Set up therein thy Throne; 
0 


thall I love Thee above all, 
And live to Thee alone. 


Complete thy Work, and crown thy Grace, 
O may I faithful prove! | 

And liften to the SpIRIT's Voice, 
Which manifeſts thy Love! 


Which teaches me what is thy Will, 
And tells me what to do; 

Which covers me with Shame, when I 
Do not thy Will purſue. 


This Unction may I ever feel, —1 Fobn 2. 20. 
This Teaching from my LoRD, 

And learn Obedience to thy Voice, 
In thy reviving Word! 


HYMN XXIII. c. M p. 42 


| The Sweetneſs of Divine Love. 


Deareſt Lox op, take Thou my Heart; 
| Where can ſuch Sweetneſs be, 
| As I have taſted in thy Love, —P/a. 34. 8. 
| As I have found in Thee? 


If Zeal, with Knowledge in my Heart, 
Thy loving Grace does give; 

Safe in the Buſh, unhurt, the Whole 
Will unconſumed live. Exod. 3. 2. 
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If Love, that mildeſt Flame, can reſt 
In Hearts ſo cold as mine; | 
Come, bleſſed Saviour, to my Breaſt, 
And warm my Love with Thine. 


O” tis in vain to ſeek for Bliſs, 
For Bliſs can ne'er be found, 

Till we arrive where Ixsus is, 
And tread on Grace's Ground, 


*Fis Heav'n on Earth to tate his Love, 
To feel his quick'ning Grace: 

And the bleſt Heav'n I hope above, 
Is there to ſee his Face. 


H YM N XXIV. 7s. p.45 
Humility and Love. 


ORD if with Thee part I bear, 
L If I thro? thy Word am-clean,-Fobn 15. 3 
n thy Mercy if I ſhare, 
If thy Blood has purg'd my Sin; 
To my necdy Soul impart 
Thy Good Se1R1T from above, 
To enrich my.barren Heart 


With Humility and Love “ 


Loxp, my Heart a Deſert vaſt 
Thy manuring Hand requires; 
Sin has laid my Vineyard wafte, 
Overgrown with Weeds and Bri'rs ;-1/a. 5.6. 
Thou canſt make this Deſert bloom, 
Breathe, O breathe, Celeſtial Doy E, 
Till it blow with rich Perfume 
Of Humility and Love / 
3 
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Vanquiſh in me Self and Pride, 

All my Unbelief ſubdue ; 
Smile upon my Soul, or chide, 

If no gentler Means will do. 
Ah! compaſſionate my Caſe ; 
Loet the Poor thy Pity move; 
Give me of thy boundleſs Grace, 

Give Humility and Love! 


HYMN XXV. 7s. p- 47 
RED EEMINC Love. 


OW begin the heav'nly Theme, 
Sing aloud in IEsv's Name; 

e who Jesv's Kindneſs prove, 

Triumph in Redeeming Love! 


[ Ye who ſee the FaTHER's Grace, 

Beaming in the SavrouR's Face; — 2 Cor. 4.0, 
As to Canaan on ye move, 

Praiſe and bleſs Redeeming Love / | 


Mourning Souls dry up your Tears, 
Baniſh all your guilty Fears; 

See your Guilt and Gurſe remove, 
CancelPd by Redeeming Love! 


'Ye zlas ! who long have been, 
Villing Slaves of Death and Sin; 

Now from Bliſs no longer rove, 

Stap—and taſte Redeeming Love | 


Welcome all by Sin oppreſt, 

Welcome to your SAy 10UR's Breaſt; — Mat. 
Nothing brought Him from above, (11, 28. 
Nothing but Redeeming Love / | 
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He ſubdu'd th' infernal Pow'rs, 

His tremendous Foes and ours ; 
From their curſed Empire drove 
Mighty in Redeeming Love l 


Hither then your Muſic bring, 
Strike aloud each joyful String; 
Mortals join» the Hoſts above 
Join to praiſe Redeeming Love / 


HY MN XXVL 8s. p. 49 
Redemption found. 


OW I have found the bleſſed Ground 
Where my Soul's Anchor may remain; 
he LAMB of Gop who for my Sin 
Was from the World's Foundation flain : 
W hoſe Mercy ſhall upſhaken ſtay 
When Heav'n and Earth are fled away. 


O Love, thou bottomleſs Abyſs !—Eph. 3.18. 
My Sins are ſwallow'd up in Thee 
Cover'd is my Unrighteouſneſs, 
From Condemnation now I'm free ;- Rom. 8. 1 
While Jxsv's Blood, through Earth and Skies, 
Mercy, free boundleſs. Mercy ! cries. 


With Faith I plunge me in this Sea; 
Here is my 3 my Joy, my Reſt! 
Hither, when Hell aſſails, I flee, 
And look unto my SAv1ouR's Breaſt ;. 
Away ſad Doubt and anxious Fear, 
Mercy is only written there ! 


Though Waves and Storms go o'er my Head, 
Tho Strength and Health an Feuds bo gone; 
Though Joys be wither'd all, and dead, 2 
Though ev'ry Comfort be withdrawn, ; 
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Stedfaſt on this my Soul relies, 
FaTHER, thy Mercy never dies. 


Fix'd on this Ground will I remain, 
When Heart ſhall fail, and Fleſh decay; 
This Ground ſhall then my Soul ſuſtain, 
Though Earth's Foandations melt away ; 
Mercy's full Power I then ſhall prove, 
_Lov'd with an everlaſting Love! Fer. 31. 3» 


HYMN XXVII. L. M. p. 59 
The Way to Canaan, If. 35. 


ESUS, my All to Heav'n is gone, 
He whom I fix my Hopes upon; 

His Track I ſee, and I'll purſue 

The narrow Way, till Him I view. 


The Way the holy Prophets went, 

| The Way that leads from Baniſhment; 

| The King's Highway of Holineſs —1/a. 35. 8. 
PII go, for all his Paths are Peace, 


No Stranger may proceed therein, 
No Lover of the World and Sin; 
No Lion, no devouring Care, 


No Sin, nor Sorrow ſhall be there. 


No, nothing may go up thereon 
But trav'ling Souls, and I am one; 
Wayfaring Men to Canaan bound, 
Shall only.in the Way be found. 


This is the Way I long had ſought, 
And mourn'd becauſe I found it nat ; 
My Grief a Burden long had. been, 
Oppreſt with Unbelief and Sin. 
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The more I ſtrove 15 their Pow'r, 
I finn'd and ſtumbled but the more, 


Till late I heard my SAviouR ſay, 
“Come hither, Soul, Iam the Way.” John 14.6 


Lo! glad I come, and Thou, bleſt Laws, 
Shalt take me to Thee as I am; 

Nothing but Sin I Thee can give, 
Nothing but Love fhall J receive. 


Then will I tell to Sinners round, 
What a Dear SAv1ouR I have found; 
I'll point to thy Redeeming Blood, 

And ſay, Behold the Way to Gop ! 


HYMN XXVIII. Lt. M. p. 67 
Canaan found. | 
Tell me no more of this World's vain Store; 
The Time for ſuch Trifles with me is now o'er. 


A Canaan I've found, where true Joys abound ; 
To dwell I'm determin'd on that happy Ground. 


The Souls that believe, in Paradiſe live * 
And me in that Number will IEsus receive. 


My Soul don't delay, He calls thee away : 
Rite, follow thy SA vious, and bleſs the * Day. 


No Mortal doth know what He can beſtow, 
What Light, Strength, and Comfort : Go after 
(Him, go. 


And when Pm to die, receive me,Pllery,- 42s 7. 59. 
My SAv10UR hath lov'd me, I cannot fay why. 


© Row. 14. 17. 4 20. 7. © 
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And now I'm in Care my Neighbours may ſhare, 
Thoſe Bleffings : to. ſeek them will none of you 
| (dare 2 


In Bondage, O why ! and Death, will you lie, 
When CHRIST will affure you free Grace is ſo 
| (mgh + 


H Y MN XXIX. I. M. p.62 
Brotherly Love. Pſ. 133. 


| OW {ſweet a Thing it is to ſee 
The choſen People of the Lon 
welling in Love and Unity, 


Abiding ſtedfaſt in the Word! 


His Praiſes do each. Tongue command, 
His Love's eonvey'd from Heart to Heart 3 
All, willingly with Heart and Hand, | 
| Reciprocally act their Part. | 


All love to hear their Shepherd's Voice, 
While He gives Paſture to his Sheep; 
With thoſe that joy they do rejoice, 
And weep in Heart with thoſe that weep. — 
| (Nam. 12. 15, 


Their Burdens mutually they bear, 
Alleviate each other's Grief; 

| And when appriz'd of Dangers near, 

- Jointly they ſupplicate Relief, 


L 35 “1 
HYMN XXX. 886, p. 63 


The redeem'd Sinner aſcribing Praiſe to 
a Triune Gop. 


THrank Thee, Hicn and MicnTy ONE, 
That Thou didft give thy only Son 
. To travail in my Stead ; 

I thank Thee for that Love divine, 
Thro' which Redemption's Grace was mine, 
Before the World was made, 


1 thank 2 holy LAuz, 

For all thy Sufferings and Pain, 
To purchaſe my Relief: 

I thank Thee with unfeigned Praiſe, 

For all thy bounteous Acts of Grace, 
Thy Sorrow, and thy Grief, 


T thank Thee, Spixtr, for thy Care; 

Thou found'ſt the roving Wanderer 
Amidſt the Ways of Sin: 

And gently call'dſt me to embrace 

Pardoning Love and Goſpel-Peace, 
Fixing thy Reſt within, 


Continue till thy gracious Aid, 
My Soul to a Waters lead,—Fobn 7. 38. 
Thirſt to ſatisfy : 
Conduct me through this World of Strife, 
Be with me on the Verge of Life, 
And blefs me when I dic, 


[ ” 
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HYMN XXXI. 67 8. p. 67 
The Pilgrim leaning upon CarisT. 
ESUS, let me taſte thy Grace, 

J And feel thy pureſt Love; 

Guard me in this Milderneſc, 

And all my Foes remove! 
Ev'ry Help, O Lord, beſtow 
And let me reach the promi d Land ; 


| While] ſojourn here below, 
Protect me with thy Hand, 


| Worldly Pleaſures all are vain, 
| Yet I the Trifles lov'd ; 
Now I do their Charms diſdain, 
Their Emptineſs I've prov'd : 
Only in thy Grace I truſt, 
And feel the Pleaſures of thy Love ; 
Only in tay Merits boaſt, 
| And in Thee live and move. 


| I was Satan's willing Slave, — 2 Tim. 2. 26. 

Till CRRIsr, my Heavenly KI NC, 

Pleaſed was my Soul to ſave 

| From all the Guilt of Sin: 

Me He rais'd from deep Deſpair, 

And ſhew'd to me his ſmiling Face; 

Heard my Sighs and A Pray's, 
And deck'd me with his Grace. 


; 
4 HYMN, XXXII. 8. 7. p. 68. 


Muſing on diſtinguiſhing, perſevering 
Love. | 
MY Lok p! I've often muſed 
On thy wond'rous Love to me: 
How I have the ſame abuſed, 
Shghted, diſregarded Thee! 
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To thy Church and Thee a Stranger, 
Pleas'd with what diſpleaſed I hee : 

Loſt, yet could perceive no Danger ; 
Wounded, yet no Wound could ſee, 


But unwearied Thou purſu'dſt me, 
Still thy Calls repeated came; 

Till on Calvary's 1 I view'd thee, 
Bearing my Reproach and Blame : 

Then o'erwhelm'd with Shame and Sorrow 
Whilſt I view each pierce& Limb, 

Tears bedew the Scourges Furrow ) 
Mingling with the purple Stream, 


I no more at Mary wonder 
Dropping Tears upon the Grave ; 
Earneſt aſking all around her, 
Where is He who dy'd to fave ? 
Dying Love her Heart attracted; 
Soon ſhe felt his rifing Pow'r: 
He, who Mary thus affected, 
Bids his Mourners weep no more. 


HYMN XXXIII. L. N. p. 
Waiting at Mercy's Door. 


HAT can a Sinner do like me, | 
When ſtruck by an Almighty Pou'r, 
And funk in deepeſt Mitery ? 
Nothing but wait at Mercy's Door. 


What Eye can ſee, what Heart can love, 
What Hand relieve my Miſery ? - 

None but the SavzouR's from above, 
Who for my Sins 5 bleed and die. 
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Surely in Mercy He'll paſs by, 
And view.a wretched Slave-of Sur ; 
Pity will move Him to come nigh, | 
And waſh a filthy Creature clean. -Zech, 13.1. 


In Mercy, LexD, thy Creature fee, 

And ſpread thy Skirt my Shame to hide; © 
O ſpeak the Word, and I {hall be 

Cloath'd with thy Robe and juſtify'd. 


Then ſhall my happy Soul enjoy 
A laſting Peace, in Thee, my God; 
Then my whole Buſineſs and Employ 
Shall be to ſpeak of Jesv's Blood. 


HYMN XXXIV. C. M. p. 72 
The Sinner ſtopp'd by Grace. 


Dear RrDEEMER, who alone 

Canſt give me Eaſe in Pain: 
Whoſe Blood did once for S1n atone, 
And Pardon for me gain. 


T once was wholly dead in Sin, —Zph, 2. ts 
And ignorant of Thee ; 
And walk'd contentedly therein, 
Nor knew thy Love to me. 


But thine all- ſeeing Eye then view'd 
And mark'd my ev'ry Way; 

And ſtill in tender Love purſu'd 
Nor let me further ſtray. 
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Thy Name is now through Grace, become ® 
More precious to my Soul 


Than ſweeteſt Smell of rich Perfume, 5 | 
Or Aaron's precious Oil. | 


Without thy Favor, though I live, 
Life but a Burden is - - © 

Nought elſe can Satisfaction give, 
Experience ſhews me this. 


My faithleſs Heart, O Saviour Dear 
Correct with gentle Hand; | 
In ev'ry Danger be. thou near, = 
Alone I cannot ftand. 


HYMN XXXV. 67 8. p. 74 
The Diſciples following a deſpiſed - 
ER Goat 
OME my Father's Family, 
Ye ranſom'd of the LoRD; 
Come, ye Sinners who with me, "ne 
Are ev'ry where abhor'd; — Ade 28. 22. 
Let us gladly trace his Steps 
Who ſuffer'd Death among the Jeu ;, 
Whom the friendleſs Soul accepts, 
Whom all beſide refuſe. 


Jzsvs, the deſpis'd and mean, 
Our Maſter let us own' 5 - 

He the Sacrifice for Sin, 
The SAv1iovuk He alone. 


* Cant. 1. Jo 


Let us take and bear his Croſs, 
Defpis'd Diſciples let us be: 

Mock'd and flighted, as He was 

For you, my Friends, and me. 


Ixsvus ever will we fin 
His ſacred Name adore ; 
He our PRoPHET, PRIEST, and KING 
Shall be for evermore. 
None among the Heav'nly Pow'rs, 
None on Earth our Praiſe may claim; 
None but IEsus call we ours, 
None but the bleeding Lams ! 


HY MN XXXVI. L. M. p. 76 
Walking with Faith and Patience. 


OW bleſt are they whoſe Feet have found 
1 The Way unto IdMANUEL's Ground; 
And ſtedfaſt walk the bliſsful Road 
Far from the Paths by Sinners trod! 


Their weary Spirits ſweetly reſt, 
Contentedly on Jesv's Breaſt : 
They ſo much of his Mercy prove, 
As wins their grateful Souls to love. 


His Spit ſhews their Sins forgiv'n,” * 
And ſeals them for the Heirs of Heav'n; 
And gives them Patience here to wait, 
Till Jesvs them to Bliſs tranſlate. 


® Luke 1. 77. 
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He Arms them for the evil Day; 

That they in Heart with Him may ſtay; 
He girds them with his n e 
And brings them through the trying Hour. 


Then reſt, my Soul, upon thy Loxp, 
Ev'n Jesus CnRIsT, the Living Word, 
And then thy Joy ſhall ne'er decay, 

Till it break out in endleſs Day. 


HYMN XXXVII. C. M. p. 77 
Walking in Godly Fear. | 


| 8 OD of all Grace and Majeſty, 
Supremely Great and Good; 
If 


have Favor found with Thee, 
Thro' the atoning Blood. 

'The Guard of all thy Mercies give; 

And to my Pardon join 

A Fear, leſt I ſhould ever grieve 
Thy Se1R1T moſt Divine. 


Since Mercy is indeed with Thee, 
May I obedient prove: | 
Nor &er abuſe my Liberty, 
Or ſin againſt thy Love: Nom. 6. 1. 
This choiceſt Fruit of Faith beſtow, 
On a poor Sojourner.: ooo 
And let me paſs my Days below, 
In Humblenets and Fear ! 


Still ny I walk as in thy Sight, 
My ſtri&t Obſerver ſee; - - 
And Thou, by rev'rent Love, unite 


My chuldlike Heart to Thee. 
* Tohn 1, 1. 
D 3 
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Still let me, till my Days are paſt, 
At ]zsv's Feet abide ; 

So ſhall He lift me up at laſt, 
And ſcat me by his Side! 


HYMN XXXVIIL 78. p. 79 
Adoxing CHRIST. 


RETHREN, ſec us join to bleſs 
JEsvs CHRIST, our Joy and Peace: 
Let our Praiſe to Him be givin, _ 
High at Gop's Right-Hand in Heay*n ! 


Maſter, ſee, to Thee we bow, 
Thou art LorD, and only Thou: 
"Thou the Virgin's bleſſed Secd, 
Glory of thy Church and Heap. 


"Thee the Angels ceaſeleſs ſing, 

Thee we praiſc our PRIEST and KING: 
Worthy is thy Name of Praiſe, 

Full of Glory, full of Grace ! 


"Thou haft the glad Tidings brought 
Or Salvation by Thee wrought ; 
Wrought for all thy Church, and we 
Worſhip in their Company. 


We, thy little Flock, adore — L uke 12. 32. 
hee, the Lonp, for evermore ; 

Ever with us ſhew thy Love, 

Till we join with thoſe above! 


[43] 


HYMN XXXIX. C. M. p. 80. 
Sovereign Grace. 


OW ſad our State by Nature is, 
Our Sin how deep it ſtains ? 


nd Satan binds our captive Souls-2 Tim. 2.26. 
Faſt in his flaviſh Chains. 


* 
But there's a Voice of ſov'reign Grace * 


Sounds from GoÞ's ſacred Word; 
Ho ! by deſpairing Sinners, come, 
And truſt upon the Loxp. 


O may we hear th I 5 Call, 
And run to this Relief! 

We would believe thy Promiſe, Lox p, 
O help our Unbelicf !—Mart g. 24. 


To the bleſt Fountain of thy Blood, -Zech. 13. 1. 
Teach us, O Lomb, to fly; 

There may we waſh our ſpotted. Souls. 
From Crimes of deepeſt Dye ! 


Stretch out thine Arm victorious KI NG 
Our reigning Sins ſubdue; 

Drive the old Dragon from his Seat | 
With his infernal Crew! Rev. 12. 9. 


Poor, guilty, weak and helpleſs Worms, 
Into thine Hands we fall; | 
Be Thou our Strength and Righteouſneſs, 


Our Jesvs and our All !—1fa, 45. 24. 
Va. 55. 1. | 
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HYMN XL. 9 7 4. p. 84 
The Second Advent. 


O! He comes with Clouds deſcending, “ 
L Once for favor'd Singers ain ! A 
Thouſand thouſand Saints attending, 

Swell the Triumph of his Train 
| J 
| Hallelujah! Amen. 


| 


Ev*sy Eye ſhall now behold Him, 
| Rob'din awful Majeſty ; 
| Thoſe who ſet at nought and fold Him -+ 
Pierc'd and naiPd Him to the Tree, 
— Deeply wailing, | 
Shall the true Mxss1an ſee. 


\ 
| Ev'ry Hland, Sea, and Mountain.—Rev. 6. 14. 
| Heav'n and Earth ſhall flee away 
All who hate Him muſt, confounded, 

Hear the Trump proclaim the Day, 


Come to Judgment ! 


Come: to Judgment come away 


Now Redemption, long expected, 
| See! in ſolemn Pomp appear! 
All his Saints by Man rejected, 
Nov thall meet Him in the Air] + * 
| Hallelujah ! | 
Sec the Day of Gon appear! 


LES 


Kev. 1. 7. + 17% 4. 174 


[ 45 ] 
Anſwer thine own Bride and Spixir, * 
Haſten, Loxb, the gen'ral Doom! 
The new Heav'n and Earth t inherit, 
Take thy pining Exiles home; 
All Creation 
Travails, groans, and bids Thee come ! 


Vea! Amen! let all adore Thee, 
High on thine eternal Throne! 
SAVIOUR, take the Pow'r and Glory; 
Claim the Kingdom for thine own ! 
O come quickly ! 


Hallelujah Come, Loxp, come 


HYMN XI. 3 7 8. p. 86 
Redemption drawing nigh. 


E comes ! He comes! from yonder Sky 
The ſeventh Trumpet ſpeaks Him nigh, | 
is Lightnings flaſh, his Thunders roll, 

He's welcome to the faithful Soul, 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, 


Welcome to the faithful Soul. 


From Heav'n Angelic Voices ſound + / 
See the Almighty Jesus crown'd ! 
Girt with Omnipotence and Grace, 
And Glory decks the Saviour's Face! 
Glory, Glory, Glory, Glory, 
Glory decks the SAav1ouR's Face, 


Deſcending on his Azure Throne, 
He claims the Kingdoms for his own : 


Kev. 22. 17. + Rev. 22. 20. 


(46 ] 


The Kingdoms all obey his Word, 
And hail Him their Triumphant Lon p! 
Hail Him, hail Him, hail Him, hail Him, 
Hail Him, their triumphant Loap : 


Shout all the People of the Sky, 
And all the Saints of the moſt High : 
Our Gop, who now his Right obtains, 
For ever and for ever reigns : / 
Ever, ever, ever, ever, 
ver, and for ever reigns. 


The FATHER praiſe, the Sox adore, 

The SPIRIT bleſs for evermore : 

Salvation's glorious Work is done 

We welcome Thee, GaEAF THREE in ONE ! 


Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, 


Welcome Thee, GREAT THREE in One.* 


HYMN XIII. 886. p.88 
The Redeemer's Glory, 
INNERS, redeem'd, up to the Skies, 
Let daily Praiſe like Incenſe, riſe, 
To join with theirs above. 3 
Worthy is He, that once was ſlain, 
A Race of Rebels to regain,.— I/. 1. 2. 
To have our choiceſt Love. is 
Into this Ark with great Amaze, 
The winged Serapls, wonckring, gaze, 
Redeeming Love to trace: I Pet 1. 12. 
Should Mortals, who in Part have found 
Redemption through the Sav 1our's: Wounds, | 
Refuſe to ſhout free Grace? 


de ic £120 


[ 47 ] 
Cry then to our REDEEMER Dear, 
He loves his People's Voice to hear, 
They are his Joy and Crown; 
Fer Jong we Hub 6 in Clouds ſhall fee, 
Cloathed in Pomp and Majeſty, 421 
His ranſom'd Flock to OWN. | 


Show'r down thy Grace, O Jars, now; 
Through ev'ry Veſſel let it flow, | 
Each can Plane! to chear : 
Rooted in Thee, O may we ſtand, 
Unſhaken, waiting thy Commarid, 
And love thy Voice to hear ! 


Burſt ey'ry Bond our Souls detain, 

Aſſert the Glories of thy Reign, 

And ſet the Pris ners free: 

Now, Lokp, relieve each burden'd Mind, 

And give us all with Joy to find 
Eternal Life in Thee, 


11 Yi N XLIII. p. 90 
Faith triumphing in Affliction. 


EAD of the Church triumphant! “ 
We joyfully adore Thee; | 

Till 8 appear thy Members here 
Shall ſing like thoſe in Glory: 

We lift our Hearts and Voices 
With bleft Anticipation, 

And cry aloud and give to Gov . 

R Praiſe of our Salvation. 


® Fpb. 5. 23. 


[48] 
\ 

While in Affliction's Furnace, —JA. 43. 2. 

And paſſing thro” the Fire, 

Thy Love we praiſe, which tries our 

And ever brings us nigher. / (Ways, 
Mie clap our Hands, exulting 
In thine N Favor; 


The Love Divine which made us thine, 
Shall keep us thine for ever. — Kom. 8. 38. 


Thou doſt condaft thy People 
Through Torregts of r 
Nor will we fen yhilſt thou art near, 
The Fire of Tribulation. 
The World, with Sin and Satan, 
In vain our March oppoſes; 


By Thee we ſhall break thro? them all, 
And /ing the Song of Moſes. Rev. 15. 3. 


By Faith we ſee the Glory, 
To which Thou ſhalt reſtore us ; | 
The World deſpiſe for that high Prize, * 
Which Thou haſt ſet before us. 
And if Thou count us worthy, 
We each, as dying Stephen, 
Shall ſee Thee ſtand at Gop's Right Hand. 
To take us up to Heaven, —A#s 7. 55. 


HYMN XLIV. 7.6. p. 98 


The forlorn Sinner waiting at Mercy's 
| Door. 
LorD, how great's the Favour 
That we, ſuch Sinners poor, 
Can, through thy Death's ſweet Savour 
Approach thy Mercy's Door, Eph. 5. 2. 


Phil. 3. 14. 


491 
And find an open Paſſage | 
Unto the Throne of Grace; — Hab. 10. rg. 
There wait the welcome Meſſage 
Which bids us go in Peace! 


Lokp, we are helpleſs Creatures, 
Full of the deepeſt Need, 

Throughout defil'd by Nature, —Eph. 2. 1, 2, 3. 
Stupid and. inly dead; 

Our Strength is perfect Weakneſs, 

. And all we have is Sin; 

Our Hearts are all Uncleannèſs;— Mat. 15. 19. 
A Den of Thieves within. 


In this forlorn Condition, 

Who ſhall afford us Aid ? 
Where ſhall we find Compaſſion, 

But in the Church's He ab ?—Eph. 5. 23. 
Jesvs, Thou art all Pity, 

Oh take us to thine Arms ;—1/2, 40. 11, 
And exerciſe thy Mercy, 

To ſave us from all Harms. 


We'll never ceaſe repeatin 
Our numberleſs Complaints; 
But ever be intreating 
The Glorious KING of Saints: Rev. f 5. 3. 
Till we attain the Image 
Of Him we inly love; 
And pay our grateful Homage 
With all the Saints above. 


Then we, with all in Glory, 
Shall thankfully relate 
Th' amazing, pleaſing Story 
Of Jesv's Love ſo great: 
| E 


[ 59 ] 
In this bleſt Contemplation 
We {ſhall for ever dwell; 
And prove ſuch Coꝶſdlation 
As none below can tell.—2 Cor. 2. 9. 


HYMN XLV. L. M. p. 102 
One Thing needful. 


HE one Thing needful, that good Part, 
Which choſe with all her Heart, 
1 would purſue with anxious Mind, 


And ſeek unwearied till I find. —Late 10. 42. 


My Mind enlighten with thy Light, 

That I may underſtand aright 

"The glorious Goſpel Myſtery, 

Which ſhews the Way to Heav'n and Thee.“ 


Hidden in CHRIST the Treaſure lies, 
That godly Pearl of ſuch great Price: + 
No other Way but CHRIST there is 

To endleſs Happineſs and Bliſs, 


O JEsu CrnrIsT, my Lord and Gon, 
Who haſt redeem'd me by thy Blood ; 
Unite my Heart ſo faſt to Thee, 
That we may never parted be! 


Give mea new and contrite Heart: 
The Faith which works by Love impart: $ 
Waſh me from all the Stains of Sin, 

And give abiding Peace within ! 


® Toba 14.6, + Mat, 13. 46. $ Gal. 5. 6. 


[51] 
HYMN XLVI 87. p. 104 


Secking Refuge in Cna1sT. 


THOU Tender, Loving JEsus, 
Now thy ſaving Grace impart ; 
From the World and Satan ſave us, 
- FSGave us from our evil Heart! 
Throw thy Arms in Mercy open, 
Bid, O bid us, Jxsu, come; 
Let our flinty Hearts be broken, —£z. 36. 26. 
Falling on the Corner-Stone ! * 


Here ſor ever let us center, 
Steady, though aſſail'd by Sin; 
Forward may we boldly venture, 
Till eternal Life we win: 
Baniſh ev'ry reaſ'ning Scruple, 
Scatter ev'ry gath'ring Cloud ; 
Our poor Hearts, O IEsv, ſprinkle 
With thy precious, precious Blood.“ 


When our chearing Feelings ſicken, 
And a Veil our Souls o'erſpread; 
Then with Grace our Spirits quicken 
To raiſe up our drooping Heads : 
Would our fooliſh Hearts e' er wander 
From the Source of real Joy * 

Call us back, but not in Anger, 
Leſt thy Frewns ſhould us deftroy | 


EC, 
1 


0 1 Pet. I, 4. 
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Arm us com thy heav'nly storchouſe, 
Still diſplay thy Banner high ! 


March vRtorious on before us, 


e World and Satan fly : 
Angel drawing near us 

Seals n Peace the Pilgrim's Eyes; 
In that tfying Moment bear us 


Safe uw thy Paradiſe !—-Luke 23, 43. 


Make: 
When 


HY MN XLVII. 7s. p. 106 
The Sinner's Refuge. 


ESU, Lover of my Soul, 
Let me to thy Boſom fly, 
While the Billows near me roll, 
While the Tempeſt fill is high : 
Hide me, O my SAv1ouR, hide, 
Till the Storm of Life 1s paſt 1. 32 2. 
Safe into the Haven guide, 
O receive my Soul at laſt ! 


Other refuge have I none, —PJa. 46. 1. 
Hangs my helpleſs Soul on I hee; 
Leave, h'! leave me not alone, 
Still ſupport and comfort me : 
All my Truſt on Thee is ſtay'd, 
All mine Help from Thee! bring; 
Cover my defenceleſs Head 
With the Shadow of thy N Aal. 4. 2. 


Thou, O Cnrisr, art all 1 want, 
Boundleſs Love in Thee I find: 

Raiſe the Fallen, chear the Faint, 

Heal the Sick, and lead the Blind, 


1331 
Juſt and holy is thy Name, 9 
I am all Unri hteouſneſs ! 


Vile and full of Sin I am, 
Thou art full of Truth and Grace,” ; 


Plenteous Grace with Thee is found, 
Grace to pardon all my Sin; 
Let the healing Streams abound is 35. 6. 
Make and keep me pure within : 
Thou of Life the Fountain art, 
Sort reely let me take of Thee ; 
thou up within mine Heart>—P/. 36. . 


vf. He to all Eternity. 


HYMN XVIII. 6 8. p. 105 
Offices of CurisT. 


'OIN all the glorious Names 
Of Wiſdom, Love, and Pow'r, 
That Mortals ever knew, 
That Angels ever bore : 
All is too mean to ſpeak his Worth, 
Joo mean to ſet our SAVvIOUR forth. 


What kind endearing Words, 
What condeſcending Ways, 
Doth our REDEEMER ule, 
To teach his heav'nly Grace! 
My Soul, with Joy and Wonder fee 
What Forms of Love He bears for Thee! 


GreatProyHET of our GoD—As 3. 22, 23. 
Our Tongues would bleſs thy Name ! 
By Thee the joyful News | 
Of our Salvation came ; 


E 3 „ 
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The joyful News of Sins forgiv*n,—Lute 1.77. 
Of Hell l and Peace with Heav'n. 


eat Hion- PRIEST, Hb. 3˙ To 


IkEsvs, our, 
Blood and dy'd ; 


Offer'd 


Thou gui Sinner, ſeek 
No Caen befide : 
His pow'rful did once atone, 


And now it pd before the I hrone.* 


8 Almighty Lon! 
Conqu'ror and my Kins ! 
Thy 2 Pow'r and Love, 
Thy ſaving Grace, we ſing: 

Thine is the Pow'r; O may we ſit, 
In willing Bonds beneath thy Feet ! + 


HYMN XLIX. C. M. p. 110 
The Stony Heart removed. 


S there a Thing that moves and breaks 
A Heart as hard as Stone, 
Or warms a Heart as cold as Ice ? 
Tis JEsU's Sibod alone. 
When ſprinkled, J this can truly chear 
And heal the founded Soul; 
What Multitude of broken Hearts 
This living Stream makes whole! 5 


Hark, O my Soul! what fing the Choirs 
Around the glorious Throne? 

Hark ! the flain L. AMB for evermore f| 
Sounds in the ſweeteſt Tone: 


* Heb. 12. 24. 1 Eh. 110. 3. f E. 46. 4 
Hebe 10. 22+ Kev. 5. 12, 
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The Efders there caſt down their Crowgs,. 
And all both: Night and Day "EY 
Sing Praiſe to Him, who ſhed his Blood, 
Aud waſh'd their Guilt away. 


And this, while here, will we-proclaim, 
Chearful in our Degree ; 

That, thro' the Blood of G8p*'s Dear Lams,, 
Each Soul may happy &. : | 

To us, O Log Dp! make ev'ry Day, 
Thy Grace and Love more ſweet; 

Till we behold thee as thou art—r John 3. 2. 
And worſhip at thy Feet. 


HT MN T. p- 111 
The ſelf-· convicted Pleader. 
ESU, JESU, King of Saints, 


Known to Thee are all my Wants; 
Self- convicted, Self-abhorr'd, 
1 approach Thee Deareſt Lorp. 


J 
1 
: 
1 


Known to Thee whoſe Eyes are Flame, 
I thy Love and Pity claim; 

With an Eye of Love look down; . 
Help me, Loxp, and. help me ſoon. 


Still I feel a fleſhly Part, 

Much Corruption in my Heart.; 
Oh! I'm vile, thy Blood I need, 
Vile in Thought, and vile in Deed.. 


Break, O break this Heart of Stone, 
Form it for thy Uſe alone ; 

Bid each Vanity depart, 

Build thy Temple in my Heart. 


— — — — "Sx 
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This be my Support in Need, 
This Thou didſt fo freely bleed; 
All my Hopes and Joys ariſe 
From thy bloody Sacrifice. 


This confirms me when I'm weak, 
Comforts me when J am fick ; 
Gives me Courage when I faint, 
Well ſupplies my ev'ry Want. 


SAVIOUR, to my Heart be near, 
Exerciſe the Shepherd's Care; 
Guatd my Weakneſs by thy Grace, 
Let me feel a conſtant — 


HYMN LI. 87. p. 173 
EBENEZER. 


ME, thou Fount of ev'ry Bleſſing ! 
Tune mine Heart to fing thy Grace ! 
Streams of Mercy never ceaſing, 
Call for Songs of loudeſt Praiſe. 
Teach me ſome melodious Sonnet, | 
Sung by flaming Tongues above; — Hieb. 1.7. 
Praiſe the Mount—Oh fix us on it, * | 
Mount of God's unchanging Love ! + 


Here I raiſe my Ebenezer ;—1 Sam. 7. 12, 
Hither by thine Help Pm come ; 

And I hope, by thy good Pleafure, 
Safely to arrive at Home, 


® Heb. 12. 22. + Mal. 3. 6. 


E 


Ixsus fought me when a Stranger, 
Wand'ring from the Fold of Gop ; 
He, to reſcue me from Danger, 


Interpos'd his precious Blood. 


O ! to Grace how great a Debtor 
Daily Pm conftrain'd to be ! 
Let that Grace now, like a Fetter, 
Bind my wancFring Heart to Thee! 
Prone to wander, Lox, I feel it, 
Prone to leave the Gop I love. 
Here's mine Heart, O take and ſeal it! * 
Seal it from thy Courts above! 


HTMN LI. CM. p. 114 
The Excellency of heavenly Love. 


APP the Heart, where Graces reign, 
Where Lovo inſpires the Breaſt ! 
Love is the brighteſt of the Train, 
And per fects all the Reſt. 


Knowledge, alas 'tis all in vain, 
And all vain our Fear: 

Our ſtubborn Sins will fight and reign, 
If Love be abſent there. 


Tis Love that makes our chearful Feet 
In ſwift Obedience move: 

The Devils know, and tremble too, 
But Satan cannot love. os 


® 2 Cor. 1. 22. 


* 
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This is the Grace that lives and ſimg: 
When Faith and Hope ſhall ceaſe: 

Tis this ſhall ſtrike our joy ful Strings 
In the {weet Realms of Bliſs, 


When joſt'd to that harmonious Throng 
That fills the Choirs above, 

Then ſhall we tune our golden Harps,* 
And ey'ry Note be Love. 


is 


HY M N LI. L. M. p. 115 
CHRIST our All. 


URY'D in Shadows of the Night 
We lie, till CnrastT reſtore the Light; 
Wiſdom deſcends to heal the Blind, | 
And chace the Darkneſs of the Mind. 


Loft guilty Souls are drown'd in Tears, 
Till the atoning Blood appears; 

Then they awake from deep Diſtreſs, & 
And ſing the Lord our Righteouſneſs. 


2 beholds where Satan reigns, 
inding his Slaves in heavy Chains; 
He ſets the Pris'ners free and breaks 


The Iron Bondage from our Necks. || 


Poor helpleſs Worms in Thee poſſeſs | 
Grace, Wiſdom, Pow'r, and Righteouſneſs : 
Thou art our Mighty ALL; may we 

Give our whole ſelves, O Lokp, to Thee! 


* Rev. 14. 2. Þ+ZLuke 7. 38. 5 EA. 40. 1a. 
[| Lnke 4. 18. 
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HYMN LIV. 7 6. p. 117 
Praiſe the Loxp, Pf. 150. 


RAISE the Loxp, who reigns : above, 
P And keeps his Courts below; * 
raiſe the Holy Gop of Love, 

And all his Greatneſs ſnew. 
Praiſe Him for his noble Deeds, 

Praiſe Him for his matchleſs Pow'r: 
Him from whom all Good proceeds, 

Let Earth and Heav'n adore. 


Publiſh, ſpread to all around 
The great IMMANUEL's Name: 
Let the Frumpet's martial Sound, 
Him Lorp of Hoſts proclaim ; 
Praiſe Him, ev'ry tuneful String, 
All the Reach of heav'nly Art: 
All the Pow'rs of Muſic bring, 
The Muſic of the Heart. 


Him in whom they move and live, 
Glog ev n ſing 
ir MAKER give, 
4 No Homage to their KN G. 
Hallow'd be hts Name beneath, 
As in Heav'n on Earth ador'd t 
Praiſe the.LorD in ev'ry Breath; 
Let all Things — the Loxp !. 


Zach. 3. 7. 


r — 


S 
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HYMN LV. 68. p. 119 
Jesv's Praiſe. 1 


ET Earth and Heav'n agree, 
Angels and Men be join'd, 
8 


celebrate with me, 
The Sav1ouk of Mankind! 
J“ adore the Great atoning LAM, 


And bleſs the Sound of JI Esu's Name, 


Jesvs ! tranſporting Sound! 
The Joy of Earth and Heav'n; 
No other Help is found, 
No other Name is giv'n.—Ms 4. 12, 
By which we can Salvation have, 
But JEsus came our Souls to ſave. 


JEsus ! harmonious Name |! 
It charms the Hoſts above; 
"They evermore proclaim, 
And wonder at his Love : 
Tis all their Happineſs to gaze, * 
Tis Heav'n to ſee our JEsv's Face. 


His Name the Sinner hears, —£Zx. 34. 6. 
And is from Guilt ſet free: 
*Tis Muſic in his Ears, 
Tis Lite and Victory, 
New Songs do now his Lips employ; 
And dances his glad Heart for for. 


® 1 Pet. 1. 12» 
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HYMN LVI. C. M 2. 299; 


Seeking a devoted Heart. 


Deareſt LorD, give me a Heart 

Inflam'd with Love to Thee ; 
That thro? thy tedious Toil and Smart 
My Soul may happy be. 


I want, O Lord, from Sin to flee, 

And in thine Arms to reſt : — Mat. 11. 28. 
Bid me by Faith come near to Thee, 

And lean upon thy Breaſt.— John 13. 25. 


Still let a Senſe of what Thou'ſt done 
In my hard Heart be felt, 
That by this Love which Thou haſt ſhewn 
My inmoſt Soul may melt.— Ex. 36. 26. 


Oh! may I never, never faint, 
But ſoar on Wings of Love, 

Pill in thy Glory, as a Saint, 
fing with Saints above. 


Lok, I would now my All give up, 
To Thee, whom I adore ; 

And humbly falling at thy Feet, 
Proclaim thy Love and Pow'r. 


HYMN LVII. C. M. p. 129 
Jesvs full of Grace and Truth. 


HE Lord firſt empties whom He fills, 
Caſts down whom He would raite ; 
And quickens whom the Letter kills, * 
Exalting thus his Praiſe. | 


1 * 32. 39» 
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IMMANUEL for Sinners ſlain 
Includes ſuch Stores of Grace, 
As narrow Hearts can ne'er contain, 


Nor Angel's Tongues expreſs. 


He's full of Grace and Truth indeed, 
Of Peace, of Life, and Light : 
To all that his Redeemed need 
He gives their Souls a Right. 


A Right to claim their full Releaſe, 
For He their Debt has paid; 

And He who dearly bought their Peace, 
The Purchaſe bids them plead. 


HYMN LVIII. c. M. p. 128 


ALPpHa and OMEGa. 


H. ALPHA and OMEGA, hail, 
AUTHOR of all our Faith; 
The FinisneR of all our Hopes 

The Truth, the Life, the Path ! 


Hail FI RST and LasT, the Morning- Star, 
In whom we live and move : 

| Increaſe our little Spark of Faith, 

And purify our Love ! 


Let that Belief which Ixsus taught 
Be treaſur'd in our Breaſt ; 

The Evidence of unſeen Joys, 
The Subſtance of our Reſt ! 


[ 63 ] 


Lord! may we go from Strength to Strength, 


From Grace to greater Grace; 
From one Degree of Faith to more, 


Fill we behold thy Face! 


HYMN LIX. S. M. p. 129 


Unmeaſurable Love. 


H' Extent of IEsu's Love * 

What Heart can comprehend * 
A. Breadth whoſe Diſtance none can prove, 

A Length without an End: 

The firſt-born Seraphs try 

The Myſt'ry to explore; 
Vet cannot trace it out; for why > 

The Curſe they never bore.. 


The Grace unſearchable, 
Tranſcending human Thought, 
Who, who in Earth or Heav'n can tell, 
Or find the Wonder out? 
All the Angelic Choir 
Unite to give Him Praiſe : 
And Saints Redeeming Love admire, 
And loud Hoſannas raiſe. 


To Caxr1sT we lift our Voice, 
Who have Redemption found:: 
And in his Name alone rejoice, 
Whence all our Joys abound, 
This cures the burden'd Mind, 
This calms the troubled Heart :: 
This manifeſts the Saviour kind, 
And bids our Fears depart. 


* Eph. 3. 19. 
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HYMN LX. C. M. p. 130 
Gop glorified and Sinners ſaved. 


F Her z how wide thy Glory ſhines ! 
How high thy Wonders rife ! 

Known thro” To Earth, by thouſand Signs, 
By thouſand thro' the Skies, 


Thofe mighty Orbs proclaim thy Power, 
Thoſe Motions ſpeak thy Skull : 

And on the Wings of ev'ry Hour, 
We read thy Patience ſtill, 


But when we view , eh Deſign, 
To ſave rebellious Worms 

Where Vengeance and Compaſſion j join, 
In their divineſt Forms: 


Here the Whole DIT is known; 
Nor dares a Creature gueſs 

Which of the Glorics brighteſt ſhone, 
The Juſtice,” or the Grace, 


Now the full OFT of the LaMB, 
Adorn the Heav'nly Plains: 

Bright Seraphs learn IMMANUEL's Name, 
And try their choiceſt Strains, 


O may I bear ſome humble Part, 
In that immortal Song ! 
Wonder and Joy ſhall tune my Heart, 
And Love eemmand my 1 ongue, # 


[$6] 
HYMN LXI. 104th. p. 192 | 
Thankſgiving. Pſ. 89: 14.—17. | 
WHAT ſhaltI do; OT rovR to praiſe, 
So faithful and true, ſo plenteous in Graces | 


So ſtrong to deliver, ſo good to redeem, 
The weakeſt Believer that hangs upon Him! 


How. happy the Man whofe Heart is ſet free; 
The People who can be joyful in Thee; 
Their joy is to walk in the Light of thy Face; 
And ftill they are talking of JEsvs's Grace. 


Their daily Delight ſhall be in thy Name, 

They ſhall, as their Right, thy T claim, 

Thy Kigbteoufneſs wearing, and cleans'd by = 
Blood. - 


Bold ſhall they appear in the Preſence of Goo. 


For Thou art their Boaſt, their Glory and Pow'r, 
And I al truſt to ſee the glad Hour, 

My Soul's new Creation; a Life from the Dead, 
The Day of Salvation that lifts up my Head. 


Yes, Lorp, I ſhall fee the Bliſs of thine own, 
Thy Secret to me-ithall ſoon be made known; 
For Sorrow and Sadneſs 1 joy ſhall receive, 
And thare-in-the Gladneſs of all that bekevr- 


HT MN LXII. S. M. p. 134 
Song of Moſes: asd the Ln. 
WAKE, and ſing the Song 
Of Moſes and the LAB; 


| Wake ev'ry Heart, and evry Tongue, 
To praiſe the Sa v ioux' Name. 


F 3 


| [ 66 } 
| Sing of his "Ying Love, 
| Sing of his rifing Pow'r ; 
Sing bow He intercedes above 
For thoſe whoſe Sins He bore. 
| | Sing, till ye feel your Hearts 
Aicending with your Tongues : 


Sing, till the Love of Sin departs, 
nd Grace inſpires your Songs. 


Sing on your heav'nly Way 
Ye ranſom d Sinners ſing : 


Sing on, rejoicing ev'ry Da 
In Cnz1sT th' Eternal 5 


Soon ſhall ye hear Him ſay —AMAat. 25. 34. 
Te bleſſed fs hildren come, 

Soon will He call you hence away, 

And take his Wand'rers home. 


HYMN LXIII. 886. p. 135 


The Brazen Serpent. 


ITH fiery Serpents greatly pain'd, 
When th rael's mourning Tribes com- 
And ſigh'd to be reliev'd ; (plain'd, 
A Serpent ſtraight the Prophet made, 

Of molten Brat: to View diiplay'd : 
| The Patients look'd and liv'd. 


Fat Oh! what healing to the Heart, 
Voth Ixsv's greater Croſs impart, 

I! To thoſe who. ſeek a Cure! 
Ißrael of old, and we no leſs, 
The ſame indulgent Grace confeſs, 
Whilſt Life and Breath endure, 


| 
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To Reaſon's View, ſo ſtrange 
_ hteous Souls will ſtil d. 
riſh in their Pride! 
Not ſo 2 Stung with Sin and WM 
Theſe all their rich Salvation draw, 
From Jesv's bleeding Side! 


May we then view the matchleſs Croſs. 
And other Objects count but Loſs, 

No other Gain explore ! 
Here ftill be fix'd our feaſted Eyes, 


Teeming with Tears of glad , 
And thankfully adore ! 


Hail, Great IMMAnvuEL, balmy Name! 
Thy Praiſe the ranſom'd will proclaim,. 
Thee we Phyſician call; 
We own no other Cure but Thine, 
Thou the Deliverer Divine, 
Our Health, our Ys our All; 


F, 


HYMN LXIV. 8..7. p. 138 
The Pilgrim. 


VIDE me O Thou Great Jenovan,. 
Pilgrim thro” this barren Eand ; *- | 
I am weak, but Thou art Mrcury, 
Hold me with thy PoweReuL HAND: 
Bread of Heaven ! Bread of Heaven * 
Feed me *till I want no more. 


Open now the chryſtal Fountain Zecbs 18. x, 
Whence the healing Streams do flow; 


* Heb, 11, 13. 1 Jobu.6, 32. 


1:66] 
Let the fiery cloudy Pillar Exad. 1 3. 21. 
Lead me all my Journey through; 


Strong Delivrer ! Strong Dali rer 7 
8 ſtill my Strength and Shield. 


When I tread the Verge of ordan, —Yer. 12. f. 
Bid my anxious Fears ſubſide; 

Death of Deaths, and Hell's DeftruQtion,* 
Land me ſafe on CAN AAN 's Side. 

Songs: of Praiſes, Songs of Praiſes, 
I will r give to Thee. 


Mafing on my Habitation. 
1 my heav'nly Home,- Heb. 11. 16. 
Fills my Soul with Holy Longing, 
Come, my. JEsvs,. quickly come. f 
Vanity is all I ſee, 
Lox, I long to be with Thee! & 


H Y M N LXV. 88. p. 129 
The Good Shepherd. | 


HE LorRD my: Paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a Shepherd's Care; 
His Prefence ſhall my Wants ſupply, 
And Mo Moen me with a watchful Eye; 
on-day Walks He ſhall attend, 


Ar] all 'my Midnight Hours defend. 


When in the ſultry. Glebe Lfaint, 
Or on the thirſty Mountain pant, 
To fertile Vales and dewy 74 
My weary wand'ring Steps He leads; 
Where peaceful Rivers, ſoft and flow, 
Amid the verdant Landſkip flow. 


Cor. 15. 54. f Rev. 22. 20. F Phil. 1. 23. 


[69] 
Though in the Path of Death I tread, 


With gloomy Horrors overſpread, _—_ 


My ſtedfaſt Heart ſhall fear no Il, 
For Thou, O LoRD, art with me ſtill; 
Thy friendly Crook thall give me Aid, 
And guide me thro? the dreadful Shade. 


Tho! in a bare and rugged Way, 

Thro' devious lonely Wilds I ſtray, 

Thy Bounty ſhall my Pains beguile, 

The barren Wilderneſs ſhall ſmile, 

With ſudden Greens and Herbage crown'd, 
And Streams ſhall murmur all around, 


HYMN XLVI C. MU p. 141 
| Amazing Love. 
DLUNG'D in a Gulph of dark Deſpair, 


We wretched Sinners lay, 
ithout one chearful Beam of Hope, 
Or Spark of glimm'ring Day. 


With pitying Eyes, the PRINCE of Graee, 
Beheld our helpleſs Grief ; 

He ſaw, and (O amazing Love !) 
He came to our Relief. 


Down from the ſhinige Seats above, 
With joyful Haſte He fled ; 

Enter'd the Grave in mortal Fleſh, 
And dwelt among the Dead. 


Oh! for this Love let Rocks and Hills: 
Their laſting Silence bre: 

And all harmonious human Tongues, 
The SayiouR's Praiſes ſpcak ! 


[9077 
Angels aſſiſt our mighty {9 


Hike all your — of Gold: 
But when yod raiſe Jour higheſt Notes 


His Love can neꝰ er be told! 4 


HYMN LXVII. C. M. p. 142: 
Providence and Grace. 


WEEFT is the Mem' ry of thy Grace,. 
My Gop, my Heav'nly KING! 

Let Age to Age thy Righteouſneſs 

In Sounds of Glory ſing. 


Gon reigns-on high, but not confines. 
His Goodnels to the Skies ; 


Thro' the whole Earth his Goodneſs ſhines,, 
And ey'ry Want ſupplies. | | 


With longing Eyes th er wait 
On Thee for day 

Thy lib'ral Hand den wap Meat, 

d fills their Mouths with Good. 


$7 


How kind are thy Compaſſions, Loxp ! 
How flow thine Anger moves! 

But ſoon He ſends his pard'ning Word, 
To chear the Soul He loves. 


Creatures, with all their endleſs Race,, 

Thy Pow'r and Praiſe proclaim :. - 
May we, who taſte thy richer Grace,, 
Delight to bleſs thy Name.. 


1711 
HYMN LXVII. S. M. p. 143 


Preſerving Grace. 


O Gop the only wiſe, 
Our SAav1ovuk and our KI N, 
Let all the Saints below the Skies 
Their humble Praiſes bring. 


", 
* 


'Tis his Almighty Love, 
His Counſel and his Care, 
Preſerves us ſafe from Sin and Death, 


And ev'ry hurtful Snare, 


He will preſent his Saints 

Unblemiſl'd and compleat,— Eph. 5. 27. 
Before the Glory of his þ ace, 

With Joys divinely great. 


Then all the cho/en Seed 

Shall meet around the Throne, 
Shall bleſs the Conduct of his Grace, 

And make his Wonders known. 


To our Redeeming Gop, 
Wiſdom and Pow” r belongs; 

Immortal Crowns of Majeſty, 
And everlaſting Songs! 


HYMN LXIX. C. M. p. 145 
Hope of Glory. 
E is a Gop of Sv reign Love 
That promis'd Heav'n to me; 
nd taught my Thoughts to ſoar above * 
Where happy Spirits be.— Heb. 12. 23. 


4 
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Prepare me, Lon, for thy Right Hand, 
hen come the joyful Da 
Come Death, and Gas Celli Band, - „ 
And bear my Soul away. 


Then, my Beleved, take my Soul—Cant. 11. 16 
Up to thy bleſt Abode, 6 
That, Face to Face, I may ell 19. oli | 


My Savio and my Goo. 
H Y MN LX. C. M. p. 146 
| The hiding Place. 


Y hiding * 1 m Refuge, Tow'r, 
And Shield, hou, — 
firmly anchor all my | Ho Ih 
On thy unerring ny Hope 


Engrav'd, as in Eternal Braſs, 
The mighty Promiſe ſhines : 

Nor can the Pow'rs of Darkneſs raze 
Thoſe Everlaſting Lines. 


The ſacred Word of Grace is ſtrong 
As that which built the Skies ; 

The Voice which rolls the Stars along, 
Spake all the Promiſes. 


HYMN LXXI. C. M. p. 147 


Jehovah the Sinner's Help and Hope. 
. 
Gop our Help in Ages paſt, 
Our Hope for Vears to come; 


Our Shelter from the ſtormy Blaſt.— //a. 32 2. 
And our eternal Home. 


* Luke 16. 22. 


> 


N 
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Before the Hills in Order ſtood, Tb 
Or Earth receiv'd it's Frame; 3 
From everlaſting Thou art Gop, 
To endleſs cars the ſame. 


A thouſand Ages in thy Sight 

Are as an Ev'ning gone; 

Short as the Watch that eads the Nigat 
Before the riſing Sun. 


The buſy Tribes of Fleſh and Blood, 
With all their Cares and Fears, 
Are carry'd downward by the Flood, 

And loſt in foll'wing Yoes. 


Time, like an ever-rolling Stream, 
Bears all it's Sons away ; 

They fly forgotten as a Dream 
Dies at the op'ning Day. 


© Gop our Help in Ages paſt, 
Our Hope for Years to come ; 


Be Thou our Guard while Life ſhall laft, 
And our perpetual -Home! 


HYMN LXXII. L. M. p.153 
Pſalm 100. 


EFORE JErov an's awful Throne, 
B Ye Nations bow with ſacred Joy; 
now that the Lord is Gop alone; 

He can create, and He deſtroy, 


G 
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His Sov' REIGN Pow'R without our Aid 
Made us of Clay, and form'd us Men: 

And when like wand ring Sheep we ftray'd, 
He brought us to his Fold again. N 


We'll crowd thy Gates with thankful Songs, 
High as the Heav'ns our Voices raiſe ; 

And Earth with her ten thouſand Tongues + 
Shall fill thy Courts with ſounding Praiſe. 


Wide as the World is thy Command, 
Vaſt as Eternity thy Love ; 

Firm as a Rock thy Truth ni ſtand 
When rolling Years ſhall ceaſe to move. 


HYMN LXXIIL C. M. p. 154 
Perſeverance. 


HE Sinner that, by precious Faith, 
Has felt his Sins forgiv'n, —1 Jahn 2. 12. 
Is, from that Moment, pais'd from Death, 
And ſeal'd an Heir of Heav'n.— Rom. 8. 17. 


'Tho' thouſand Snares encloſe his Fee 
Not one ſhall hold him fart. © 
Whatever Dangers he may meet, 
He ſhall get ſafe at laſt, 


Not as the World the SAvzouR gives, 
He 1s no fickle Friend : | | 

Whom once He loves, He never leaves 3 * 

But loves him to the End. 


6 Heb. 13.5. 


75 J 
Jews in ev'ry Age has prov'd 
His purchaſe firm and true. 
If this Foundation be remow- d. 
What ſhall the Righteous do — Ja. 28. 164 


O Lon d, by this our Claim abides 
This, Title to our Bliſs: 

N hatever Loſs we bear beſides, 
We'll never give up this. 


HY M N. LXXIV. C. M. p. 286 
Sovercign Grace, 


ET me, my SAvIouR and my Gam 
| On Sov"reign Grace rely ; 
And own tis free, becauſe beftow'd: . 
On one ſo vile as I. 


Election Tis a Word divine: Nom. 11. & 
For, Lok, I plainly ſee, 

Had not thy Choice prevented min 1 
I ne'er had choſen Thee. a 


For Perſeverance Strength Pve none: 
But would on this depend : 
That- Jeſus having lov'd his ou, 
He lov'd them to the End. — John 13. 1. 


Em ty and bare I come to Thee, 5 
or Righteouſneſs divine. | 
O may thy. matchleſs Merits be; 


By Imputatian mine !—Rom. 1 
2. 2. 13. f Fr. 31. 3. | 


[ 56] . 
HYMN LXXV. ns. p. 738 


The Believer's Portion. x, 
1 Bridegroom, my Shepherd and 

My Soul from the y of Satan defend; 
Thy Prelence continue, thy Blefling convey, 
And grant me a Spirit to praiſe and to pray. 


Prevent and aſſiſt me, and fo ſhall T run, 
And further within me the Work Thou'ſt begun; 
And then let the World me reje& or deſpite, / 
Thy Grace for my Wants, Lok p, ſhall ever ſuffice. 


Still go Thou before me, and guide me Big | 
Thy-Peace be my Comfort, Thyſelf my Delight; 
Thy .Wall be my Pleaſure, thy Honour my. Ain 
And this be my Glory, the Blood of the Lam.” 


This, this be my Portion, thy Beauty my Song, 

Thy Name and thy Praifes till dwell on” my 
(Tongue: 

Direct by chy SIR IT my Actions and Ways, 

So ſhall I inherit thy Bleſſing always. 


H Y MN LXXVI. C. M. p. 159 
Triumph of Faith. 
T TL lives! He lives! and fits above, 


For ever interceding there; 


Who ſhall divide us from OuRIsT's Love? 
Or what ſhall tempt us to Deſpair ? 


Faith has an over-coming Pow'r ; 2 
It triumphs in t dying Hour: 


CnR1sT is our Life, our Joy, our Hope; 
Nor can we fink with fuch a Prop. , 
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My Peace and Safety lies in this, 
My Crzditor my Surety is; 85 
The Judgment-day I dread the leſs: 
My Juage is made my Righteouſneſs. 


HT MN LXXVII. L. . p. 166 
Righteouſneſs and Peace kiſſing each 
ler. "BY. 85. 
NALVATION is for ever nigh | 
The Souls that fear and truſtthe-Lozp : 
And Grace, deſcending from on high, 


 Freth Hopes of Glory ſhall afford. 


Mercy and Truth on Earth are met, 
Since CunRIsT the Lord came down from 
By his Obedience ſo complete, (Heav'n,, 
Juſtice is pleas'd, and Peace is giv'n. 


Now Truth and Honour ſhall abourd,. 
Religion dwell on Earth again, 
And Heav'nly Influence bleſs the Ground; 
In our REDEEMER's gentle Reign. 


His Rightqonſneſs gone before, 
To give us tree Acceſs to Gop ; 

Our wand'ring Feet ſhall ſtray no more, 

But mark his Steps, and keep the Road. = 


HY MN LXXVIIL L. M. p. 167 

The Chriſtian Race. 

W AKE our Souls, away our Fears, 
Let evry trembling Thought be gone, 
Awake, and run the Heav'nly Race, ö 

And put a chearful Courage on. | 


G 3. 


From Thee, the orerſſox ing Spring, i 


781 
True, *tis a ſtrait and thorny Road, 
And mortal Spirits tire and faint ;. 
But they forget the Mighty Gop, | 
That feeds the Strength of ev'ry Saint. 


The Mighty Gop, whoſe matchleſs Pow's 
Is ever new and ever young, 1 i 

And firm endures while endleis Vears 
Their everlaſting Circles run. bt 


Our Souls ſhall drink a freſh Supply, 
While ſuch as truſt their native Strength 
Shall melt away and droop and die. 


Swiit as an Eagle cuts the Air, 
We'll mount aloft to thine Abode g + 
On Wings of Love our Souls ſhall fly, 
Nor tire amidſt the Heav'nly Road. 


HYMN LXXIX. I. M. p. 162 


CURIST worthy of all Praiſe. | 


HAT equal Honours ſhall we bring, 
To Thee, O Lonp our Gon, the 
(LaMs,, 


When all the Notes that Angels ſing 
Are far inferior to thy Name ? 


Worthy is He that once was ſlain, | | 
The PRINCE of Peace that groan'd and dy'd, 
Worthy to riſe, and live, and reign Yo 
At his Almighty F ATHER's Side. 
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Bleffings for ever on the Laus, 1 T 
Who bore the Curſe for wretched Mrs 

Let Angels ſound his ſacred Name, 1 364 
And ev'ry Creature ſay, Amen. 


HYMN INI. 67 p. 266 
| The Traitor ſuing for Pardon. 


QAVIOUR, canſt Thou love a Traitor 2 
8 Canſt thou Love à Child of Wrath ITE 
an a Hell-deſerving Creature 
Be the Purchaſe of thy-Death 2 

Is thy Blood ſo efficacious, 

As to make my Nature clean * 
Is thy Sacrifice ſo precious: 

As to free me from my Sin 


Sin on every Hand ſurrounds me,, 
No Acquittance can J hear; 

Pangs of Unbel ef confound me, | 
Help me Lorp my Grief to bear. 

Here then is m Refolution, 
At thy deareſt Feet to fall 

Here Pl meet with Condemnation, 
Or a Freedom from my Thrall. 


Now deny thy Grace and Mercy,, _ 
If Thou canſt, to wretched me:; 
Lay aſide thy Love and n 
Thou canſt, and let me die :: 
If I meet with Condemnation, 
ſaſtly I deſerve the ſame; 
If I meet with free Salvation, 
I will magnify thy Name. 


[%] 


HY MN IXXXI. „. p. 167 
The importunate Sinner. 


RACIOUS Loxp, incline thine Ear, 
My Complaint vouchſafe to hear ;. 
Sore diſtreſt with Guilt am I, | 
Give me, CHRIST, or elſe I die. 


Wealth and Honour F diſdain, 
Earthly Comforts all are vain 3 

b They can never ſatisfy: 

| Give me CHRIST, &c.. 


T.orp, deny me what Tliou wilt; 
Only take away my Guilt : 
= Mourning at thy Feet . 
ive me CHRIST, &c. 


All unholy, all unclean, 
Nothing am I elfe but Sin; 
I to Thee for Mercy fly, 
Give me CHRIST, &c. 


Thou doſt freely ſave the LH; 
In thy Grace alone I truſt; 
Unto Thee lift up my cry, 
Give me CHRIST; &c,. 


O my Gop, what ſhall I ay 
| Take, O take my Sins away! 
J sv's Blood to me apply; 
| Give me CHRIST, &&. 


[ 87 
Does the FATHER ſeem to frown ? 
[ take Shelter in the Sow : 
Tesvs, to thine Arms I fly; 
Save me LORD, or elſe I die. 


HY MN LXXXII. C. M. p. 169 
The Sun of Righteouſneſs ariſing. | 


OW heavy is the Night 
That hangs upon our Eyes, 
Till CrRIsT with his reviving Light 
O' er our dark Souls ariſe? . 


Our guilty. Spirits dread 0 U 
To meet the Wrath of Heav'n; 5 
But in his Righteouſneſs array d. 
We ſee our Sins forgivin. 


Unholy and 'impure © 
Are all our Thoughts and Ways, 

His Hands infected Nature cure 3 
With ſanctifying Grace. 


The Pow'rs af Hell agree 

To hold our Souls in vain; 
He ſets the Sons of Bondage free, 

And breaks the curſed Chain. 


LorD, we adore thy Ways, 

To bring us near to Gos; | 
Thy Sov reign Pow'ry th healing Grace, IS 

And thine atoning Blood, WFP! 


[32] 


HYMN LXXXIH. C. M. p. 5 


Gratitude. 


OME, let us all unite to praiſe 
The SAvIOUR of Mankind, 9 
Our thankful Hearts in ſolemn Lays, 
Be with our Voices join d. 


But how ſhall Duſt his Worth declare, 
When Angels try in vain; 

Their Faces veil when they appear 
Before the Sox f Man. - 


O Loxb, we cannot ſuem be, 


Love we are conſtrains. .. | 
To offer our beſt Thanks to Thee. * 
Our SAvioun, and our FRIEND ! 


Ix feeble are oyr beſt. Edays,, 
y Love will not deſpiſe ; | 
Our 22 Songs of humble Praiſe, 
Our well-meant. Sacrifice... | 


Let ev'ry Tongue thy Goodneſs ſhow, 
And ſpread abroad thy Fame; 

Let ev'ry Heart with Praiſe o erflow, 
And bleſs. thy facred Name: | 


Worſhip and Honour, Thanks and Lows. 
Be to our IEsus giv'n ! Bs 8. 
By Men below, —by Hoſts above 
By all in Earth and Heav'n! 
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HYM N LXXXIV. 78. p. 172 


| Bidding the World Adieu. 


| ORLD, adieu! thou real Cheat, 


Oft have thy deceitful Charms 

Fill'd my Heart with fond Conceit, 

Fooliſh Hopes, and falſe Alarms; 
Now I ſee as clear as Day, 
How thy Follies paſs away. 


Vain the entertaining Sights; 
Falſe thy Promiſes renew'd, 
All the Pomp of thy Delights 
Does but flatter and delude : 
Thee J quit for Heav'n above, 
Object of the nobleſt Love. 


Farewel Hononr's empty Pride, 
Thy own nice, uncertain Guſt, - 
If the leaſt Miſchance betide, 
Lays thee lower than the Duſt : 
Worldly Honours end in Gall, 
Riſe To-day—To-morrow fall. 


Fooliſh Vanity—farewel— 
More inconſtant than the Wave, 
Where thy ſoothing Fancies dwell, 
Pureſt Tempers they deprave : 


He, to whom fly from thee, 
Jesvs ChRIsA ſhall fet me free. 


Let not, LoxD, my wandring Mind 
Follow after fleeting Toys, 


Lob, how happy is the Heart 


It ſhall ſee the 7 71 Scene 
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Since in Thee alone I find 
Solid and ſubſtantial oys : 

Joys that never over-paſt, 


Thro' Eternity ſhall laſt. 


After Thee while it aſpires! + _ <A 
True and faithful as Thou art, 
Thou ſhalt anſwer its Defires ; 3 


Of thine everlaſting Reign. 
To :Jesvs; CHRIS. 
OLY Lams, wit Türe Meire, 
Who in thee begin to live; 


ay and Night they cry to thee, 
As thou art, ſo let us be. 


Fix, O fix my wav'ring Mind, 
To thy Croſs my Spirit bind ; 
Earthly Paſſions far remove, 
Fill my Soul with ſacred Love. 


Duſt and Aſhes tho” we be, 

Full of Guilt and Miſery : 

Thine we are, Thou Sox of Gop, 
Take the Purchaſe of thy Blood. 


Boundleſs Wiſdom, Pow'r Divirte 
Love unſpeakable, are thine; 

Praiſe by all to Thee be giw n, LATE To 
Sons of Earth, and Hoſts of Heav'n |! 


1 851 


KY MN LXXXVI. C. M. p-197 


The World given up. 
155 worldly Minds the World Nene 


It has no Charms for me; 
nce I admir'd it's Trifles too, 
But Grace has ſet me free. 


It's Pleaſures now no longer pleaſe, 
Do more Content afford; 
Far from my Heart be Joys ; like thels, 
Now I have known the Lon 9. —1 Jabn 2. 3. 


As by the Light of op'ning Day 
The Stars a all conecal'd ; 

So earthly Pleaſures fade away 
When Jesvs is reveaPd. 


Creatures no more divide my Choice, 

I bid them all depart; 

His Name and Love, and Gracious Voice 
Have fix'd my roving Heart. 


Now, Loxp, I would be thine alone, , 
And. wholly hve to Thee ; 

But may I hope that Thou wilt own 
A worthleſs Worm like me 


Yes, tho' of Sinners Pm the Worſt, 
cannot doubt thy Will; 

For if Thou kaif d e inp fr a 
I had zefus'd Thee ſtill. 


® 1 Jobs 4. 19. 
H 


[%6] 


HYMN LXXXVII. L. M. p. 179 
Self. abaſement. | 
(Mind, 


T F-7 HEN Darkneſs long has veil'd my 
| And ſmiling Day once more appears, 
Then, my REDEEMER, then I find, ; 
The Folly of my Doubts and Fears. 


Strait I upbraid my wand'ring Heart, 
And bluſh that I ſhou'd ever be 
So prone to act fo baſe a Part, 


And haibour one hard Thought of Thee. 


O let me then at length he taught, 
What ſtill J am fo flow to learn, 

That Gop is Love, and obanges not, — Aal. 3. 6, 
Nor knows the Shadow of a Turn. | 


Sweet Truth, and eaſy to repeat, 

But when my Faith is ſharply try'd, 
1 find myſelf a Learner yet, 

Unſkilful, weak, and apt to ſlide. 


But Oh ! my Logp, one Look from Thee 
Subdues the diſobedient Will, 

Drives Doubt, and Diſcontent away, 
And thy rebellious Worm 1s ſtill. + 


Thou art as willing to forgive, 
As I am ready to repine ; 

Thou therefore all the Praiſe receive, 
Be Shame, and Self-abhorrence mine, 


* Luke 34, 61. 1 / 46. 10. 


1871 
HYMN LXXXVIIL C. M. p. 180 
Faith Triumphant. | 
HEN TI can read my Title clear,* 
To Manfions in the Skies; 
I bid Farewel to ev'ry Fear, 
And dry my weeping Eyes. 


Shou'd Death againſt my Soul engage, 
And helliſh Darts be hurl'd ; 

Fhen I can ſmile at Satan's Rage, 
And face a trowning Werld. 


Shou'd Cares like a wild Deluge come, 
And Storms of Sorrow fall ; | 

T hro* them I preſs towards my Home, 
My Gon, my Haun, my ALL. 


There ſhall I bathe my weary Soul, 


In Seas of Heay'nly Reſt ; = 
And not a. Wave of Trouble roll 
Actoſs my peaceful Breaſt, 


H Y M N LXXXIX. C. M. p. 181 
The Traveller in the Wilderneſs. 


ORD what a wretched Land is this, 


That yields us no Supply, 
No chearing Fruits, no wholeſom Trees, 


Nor Streams of living Joy ? 


A thouſand ſavage Beaſts of Prey—P/. 80. 13. 


Around the Foreſt rome; 
But Fudah's l. ion guards the Way, —Rev. 8. 

400 guides the Strangers Home. ht 

Rum. 5. 1.2. Þ+ b Cor. 15. 55. 


— 


— I, —_ —_— . 
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With glimm'ring Hopes and'gloomy Fears. 
We trace the ſacred Read, | 

Thro' diſmal Deeps and dang'rous Snares 
We make our Way to Gop. 


Our Journey is a thorny Maze, 
But we march upward ſtill ; 
Forget our 'Troubles in the Ways, 

And run to Zion's Hill. 


There ſtands our FATHER at the Gates 
Inviting us to come N 

There IEsus the Fore- runner waits, * 
To welcome Trav'llers Home! 


Eternal Glories to the KING 
He'll bring us ſafely through ; 4 * 
Our Tongues ſhall never ceaſe to ſing, 
And endleſs Praiſe renew. 


HYMN XC. I. M. p. 184 
True Catholiciſm. 


OT diff'rent Food, nor diffrent Dreſs, 
Compoſe the Kingdom of our LORD; 
But Peace and Foy and —— 
Faith, and Obedience to his Word, 


When weaker Chriſtians we deſpiſe, 

We do the Goſpel mighty Wrong : 
For Got the Gracious and the Wiz. 
Receives the Feeble with the Strong.. 


* Heb. 6. 20, + Rom. 14. 2. . 


Zet Pride and Wrath be baniſh'd hence, 
Meekneſs and Love our Souls purſue; 

Nor ſhafl our Practice give Offence _ 
To Saints, the Gentile or the Je. 


HYMN XCI. L. M. P. 185 
CarsT's Rigkteouſneſs, Phil. 3. 79. 
N more, my Gop, I boaſt no more, 

9 


Of all the Duties I have done; 
uit the Hopes I held before, 
To truſt the Merits of the $on.. 


Now for the Love I bear his Name, 
What was my Gain, I count my Lofs © 
My former Pride I call my Shame, . 

And nail my Glory to his Croſs. 


Yes, and I muſt and will eſteem, 

All Things but Loſs for Jesvu's Sake; 
O may my Soul be found in Him, 

And of his R:ghteouſneſs partake ! 


The beſt Obedience of my Hands 
Dares not appear before thy 1 hrone ? 
But Faith can anſwer thy Demands, .-.., \ | 
By pleading what, my. Lo RD has done. 
HYMN XClI. EN M. : p. 186 : 
Tie gh Priett, 
ITH Joy we meditate the Grace 


Of our Hicn PRRSsT aboye ;*. 
His Heart is made of Tenderneſs, 
His Bowels melt with Love, 
+ 1 Gor. 10. 32. Heb. 4. 19 
H 3 
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Touch'd with a Sympathy within, 
He knows our feeble Frame; ; 
He knows what ſore Temptations n | 
For He has felt the ſrmes. . 2 


But ſpotleſs, innocent and pure 
The Great REDEEMER ſtood, - 
While Satan's fiery Darts He bores, | 
And did refiſt to Blood. 


He in the Days of feeble Fleſh - 
Pour'd out his Cries and Tears, +- 

And in his Meaſure feels afrefh- 
What ev'ry Member bears. 


He'll never quench the ſmoaking, Flax,* 
But raiſe it to a Flame; ; 
The bruiſed Reed He never. breaks, 
Nor ſcorns the meaneſt Name. 


Then let our bombs Faith 17 5 
His Mercy and his PW rz 
We ſhall obtain deliv'ring Grace 
In the — Hour, Heb. 4+ 16. 


HYMN Xl. C. M. [REN 


The Spirit's Work. * 


HY ſhould the Children of a King 
| Go mourning all their Days?“ 

GREAT COMFORTER | deſcend and bring 
Some Tokens of thy Grace, 


+ Heb. 5.7. * Mat. 12. 20, 


91 J. 


Doſt Thou not dwell in all the Saints, 


nd ſeal the Heirs of Heav'n?—Epb. 1. 134. 


When wilt Thou baniſh my rg f 
And ſhew my Sins forgiv'n- ? 


Aſſure my Conſcience of her Part 
In the REDEEMER's Blood, 
And bear thy Witneſs with my Heart;. 
That I am born of Gop.. 


Thou art · the Earneſt of is Love, x 

The Pledge of Joys to dome; 
And thy ſoft Wings, CELESTIAL Dove; 
Will ſafe convey me Home. 


HYMN .XCIV.. C. M. p. 139 


The Word. 


ADEN with Guilt and full of Fears, 

L I flee to Thee, my Lonp:; 

And not a Glimpſe of Hope appears, 
But in thy written Ward. | 


The Volume of my F ATHER's Grace. 
Does all my Grief aſſuage. Þ: 

Here I behold my SAvIoOUR's Face 
Almoſt in ev'ry Page. 


This is the Field where hidden lies 
The Pearl, of Price unknown; 

That Merchant is divinely wiſe 
Who makes that Pearl his own. 8 


9 2 Cr. 1. 22. $ Mat, 13. 46. 


1 


* 
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J 
| Here conſecrated Water flows 
Joo quench my Thirſt of Sin; 


Here the fair Tree of Knowledge grows, 
| Nor Danger dwells therein, | 


This is the Fudge that ends the Strife, 
Where Wit and Reaſon failßx 
My Guide to everlaſting Life 
T hro' all this gloomy Vale. Fre 


con! may thy Counſels, Micnrv Gon 
| My roving Feet command ; 
Nor | forſake the happy Road, 
That leads to thy Right Hand. 


| 


— — 


. 


* 


HYMN XCV.. c. M. p. 190 
| Cunisr's Offices. 


E bleſs the PROPHET of the Lox p, * 
That comes with Truth and Grace; 
ſxsus, thy SPIRIT and thy Word 
Shall lead us in thy _—_ | 


We rey "rence our H1cn Px1 IEST er above. 
Who offer'd up his Blood, 
And lives to carry on: his Love, 
By pleading with our Gop. 


£d o\ 


We honour our exalted Kine; 7 
How ſweet are his Commands. 
Hegguards our Souls from Hell and Sina 
# his. Almighty Hands. | 


A4, z. 22, 


„ Ls 


Hoſanna to his Glorious Name, 
Who ſaves by diff rent Ways; 
His Mercies lay a ſov'reign Claim 

To our immortal Praiſe. 


HYMN XCVI. IL. M. p. 797 
The Work of the Spirit. ; 

TERNAL Sp1r1T ! we confeſs 

And ſing the Wonders of = Grace ; 


Thy Pow'r conveys-our Bleffings down * 
From Go the FATHER and the Sox. 


Enlighten'd by thine Heav'aly Ray, 
Our Shades and Darkneſs turn to ay - 
Thine mward Teachings make us know 
Our Danger, and our — too. 


Thy Pow'r and Glot works within, 
And breaks the Clou ds of reigning Sin; 
Doth our imperious Luſts ſubdue, 

And forms our wretched Hearts anew. 


' The troubled Conſcience knows thy Voice 
Thy chearing Words awake our Joys ;. 
Fic: Words allay the ſtormy Wind, 
And calm the Surges of the Mind. 


HYMN XCVIL C. M. p. 192 


IMMANUEL. 


EAREST of all the Names above, Ss 
My Jxsus, and my Gop, 
W ho can reſiſt thy Heav'nly Love, 
Or trifle with thy Blood? 


John 16. 15. 


5 
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"Tis by the Merits of thy Death 
The FATHER ſmiles again; | 
'Tis by thine interceeding Breath — Rom. 8. 26. 
The Sy1R1T dwells wich Men. | 


Till. Gop in human Fleſh I ſee, 


. My Thoughts no: Comfort find; 
The Holy, Juſt, and Sacred THREE, 
Are Terrors to my Mind. — eb. 12. 29 


But if IMMANUEL's Face appear, 
My Hope, my Joy begins: 

His Name forbids my flaviſh Fear, 

His Grace removes my Sins. 


While ſome on their own Works rely, |, 
And ſome of Wiſdom boaſt. 

J love th” Incarnate Myſtery, 
And there I fix my Truſt. 


HYMN XCVII. C. M. p. 194 
CuRIST's Commiſion. 


OME, happy Souls, approach your Gon 
'$ With new melodious Songs; | 
Come, render to Almighty Grace 

The Tribute of your Tongues. 


So ſtrange, ſo boundleſs was the Love 

That pity'd dying Men, 
The Faru ſent his Equal SoN * 
To give them Life again. 


* Tohn 10. 30. 
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Thy Hands, Dear Jesus, were not arm'd 
With a revenging Rod, 

No hard Commiſſion to perform 

The Veng'ance of a Gop.: 


But all was Mercy, all was mild, 

And Wrath forſook the Throne, 
When CurisT on the kind Errand came, 
And brought Smfwation down. 


Here, Sinners, you may heal your Wounds, 
And wipe your Sorrows dry; 
Truſt in the Mighty Say 10UR's Name, 
And you ſhall never dic.—Fobn 11. 26. 


See, Deareſt LorD, — willing Souls 
Accept thine ofter'd Grace; 

We bleſs the Great REDEEMER's Love, 

And give the FATHER Praiſe. 


HYMN XCIX. 6 8. p.195 
The Heavenly Voyage. 
JESU at thy Command 
I launch into the Deep; 
And leave my native Land 
Where Sin lulls all aſleep. 


For Thee I #exga would all reſign La. * 
And fail to Heav'n with Thee and Thane. 


What though the Seas are broad, 
W hat though the Waves are ſtrong, 
What though tempeſtuous Winds 
Diſtreſs me all along, 
Vet what are Seas or ſtormy Winds 
Compar'd to CnhRIsT, the Sinner's Friend? 


[ 96 ] 
Cuts x is Pilut wiſe, 
M Compate 3 is his Word: L 
My Soul en each Storm-defies 
* hile I have ſuch a Lok. 
I truft his Faithfulneſs and Pow r 
To ſave me in the try ing Hour. 


Though Rocks and Quickſands deep 
Through all my Paſſage lie: 
Let — ſhall ſafely = 
| And guide me with his Eye. 
How can I fink with ſuch a Prop 
T hat bears the World and all T hings up? 


The Hav'n ef endleſs Reſt; 
My Soul thy —_ expand 
And fly to Jesv's Breaft ! 
'O may I ack the Heav'nly Shore, 
Where Winds and Seas diſtreſs no more! ! 


Whene'er becalm'd I lie, 
And all my Storms ſubſide ; 
Then to my Succour fly 
And keep me near thy Side 
For more the treach'rous Calm I dread 


Than Tempeſts burſting o'er my Head. 


Come Hraw wry Wixp and blow - 
A proſperous Gale of Grace, 
To waft from all below 
To Heay'n my deſtin d Place. 
Then in full Sail my Port I'll find 
And leave the World and Sin behind, 


[ 97 ] 


HYMN c. 
Aſhamed of Jxsvs Mark. 8. 38. 
ESUS ! and ſhall it ever be? 

A mortal Man aſhamed of thee ! 


Scorn'd be the Thought by Rich and Poor, 
O! may I ſcorn it more and more. 


Aſbamed of Feſus ! of that Friend 
On whom tor Heav'n my Hopes depend, 
It muſt not be Be this my Shame, 
That I no more revere his Name. 

EI „ 9 24 7 
Aſhamed of Jeſus 1 ſooner fas 
Let Evening bluſh to own a Star. 
Aſhamed of Feſus ! 2 as ſoon | 
Let Midnight bluſh to think of Noon. 


Tis Evening with my Soul, *till He 
That Morning Star, bids Dark neſs flee, 
He ſheds the Beams of Noon divine 
O'er all this Midnight Soul of mine. 


Aſhamed of Feſus ! ſhall yon Field, 
Bluſh when it thinks who bids it yield. 
Yet bluſh I muſt while I adore— 

I bluſh to think I yield no more. 


Afpamed of Feſus ! yes, I may. 
When I've no Crimes to walli away, 
No Tears to wipe, no Joy to crave, 
No Fears to quell, or Soul to ſaye. 


98 
Till then—nor is the Boaſting vain— 
Till then, I beaſ? a SAvioux fain : 
And Oh ! may this my Portion be, 
That Say 10UR not aſhamed of inc. 


HYMN CI L.M. p.-267 


NAT IVvIT V. 


ESUS, all Praiſe is due to Thee, 

Tat Thou waſt pleas'd a Man to be! 
A Virgin's Womb Thou didſt not ſcorn, 
And Angels ſhout to ſee Thee born. 

— Hallelujah. 

The Bleſſed FaTHER's only Sox 
Chuſeth a Manger for his Throne ; 

And tho' the High and Mighty Gon, 
Aſſumes our feeble Fleſh and Blood. 
Hallelujah. 


Whom Earth eould not contain or Skies, 

In low-Eftate the SAvi1ou lies; 

And who the World's Foundation laid,“ 

1s now a little Infant made. Hallelujah. 


The FATHER's Brightneſs comes in Sight, + 

Gives to the World it's ſaving Light; 

And drives the Clouds of Sin away, 

To make us Children of the Day. 
Hallelujah. 


The Sox the Almighty Gop confeſs'd, 

In his own World became a Gueſt; 

And open'd thro' Himſelf the Way, 

A Paſſage to eternal Day. * Hallelyjah, 


* Jobn 1. 3. + Heb. 1. 3. 
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For us theſe Wonders He hath wrought, 
To thew his Love, ſurpaſſing Thought! * 
Then let us all unite to ſing 
Pralle to our Loving Gop and KING. 
Hallelujah - 


HYMN CIL 8 8 6. p. 274 


The Same. 


LL Glory be to Gop on high, 
Ye Sons of Adam fill the Sky, 
With Praiſe and Thankfulneſs : 
God, from an everlaſting Love, — Jer. 31.35 
Decreed with his Dear Sox. above 
A ſinful World to blefs ! 


Stand ſtill, and ſee what Gop hath done, 
He had but one Beloved Son, 
And Him He freely gave: 
For whom was this ; but for a Race 
Of Sinners guilty, vile, and baſe 
Yet theſe: He came to ſave. 


All Glory to th' Eternal Sox, 
That He moſt freely did put on 

Our Fleſh and Miſery. : 
That He, our Gop, 24 was made, 
And bore our Curſe, our Ranſom paid, 

By bleeding on the Tree 


He as a poor mean Child was born, 
His Birth no Palace did adorn, 
A Manger was his Bed: 
Look, look upon this riſing Sun, 
Till Tears of Love the Eyes Oer- run; 
This Babe is CHRIST our Heap. 
® Eph. 3. ig. 


1 160 ] 


HYMN CI. L. M. p. 278 


The Same. 


ARK ! the beſt News that ever came 
To finful Men, condemn'd, forlorn ? 
Aloud, Celeftial Hoſts proclaim, 
«© A Saviour, Chriſt the Lord, is born.” 


Their Soy*'REIGN throws his Beams aſide, 
And ſteps from his Imperial Throne; 
In human Form the Gob to hide, 
And our frail Fleth to make his own. 


How many Wonders here combine, 
To draw and fix believing Eyes; 
And fit all Heav'n with Joy divine, 
With awful Mirth, and ſweet Surpriſe. 


The Angels croud, in ſhining Bands, 
To wait on this auſpicious Birth; 

And loud proclaim their Gop's Commands, 
His Praiſe on High, his Peace on Earth. 


Let us too try our utmoſt Skill, a 
And loud, wich thankful Hearts, reply; 

On Earth be Peace, to Men good Will, 
And highett Praiſe to Gop on High. 


HY MN -er. 7. ; p. 279 
The Same. 
ARK ! The Herald- Angels fing, 
Glory to the new-born King! 


Peace on Earth and Mercy mild, 
Gop and Sinners reconcil'd, 


— — - ——_—_— 
—— 2. ͤ ˙¹⁵ ARS 


[rr 
Jointhe ye Nations riſe, - 


oin the Triumphs of the Skies; 
ith th' Angelic Hoft proclaim, 
„ Cbriſt is born in Bethlebem “ * 


CuRlsr, by higheſt Heav'n ador'd, 
CnRrI1sT the Everlaſting Lord ;, 
Late in Time behold Him come, 
Offspring of a Virgin's Womb. 


Veil'd in Fleſh the Gop EAD ſee, 
Hail tt IN ARNATE DEITY ! 

Pleas'd as Man with Men t appear, 
IEsus our IMMANUEL here. 


Mild He lays his Glory by, 

Born, that Man no more may die; 

Born to raiſe the Sons of Earth, f 
Born to give them ſecond Birth, —Fobz 3.- 38. 


Come, Deſire of Nations, come, 

Fix in us thy humble Home; 

Riſe, the Womams conqu'ring Seed, 
Bruiſe in us the. Serpent's Head. 


HYMN CV, 86558: p. 262 
The Same. f 3 * 2 " | 
IFT up your Heads in joyful Hope,, 
Salute the happy Morn 5 |/ '/ 17 
ö Each Heavenly Pow'r 
Proclaims the glad Hour, 
Lo Jzsus the Sa v1 is bon ::: 4 1 


® Lake 2. io rf... | 
" lol | FITS * 


1 
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All Glory be to Cop on high, 
To Him all Praiſe is due; 
The Promiſe is fealPd, . 
The SavrouR's reveal'd, —1/a. 40. F. 
And proves that the Record is true. 


Let Joy around like Rivers flow, 
Flow on, and ſtill increaſe; 
Spread o'er the glad Earth 
At Ixsus his Birth, 
For Heaven and Earth are at Peace. 


Now the Good-will of Heaven is ſhewn 
Tow'rds Adam's helpleſs Race; 
MEssSI1AH is come 
To ranſom his own, 
To ſave them by infinite Grace. 


Then let us join the Heavens above 
Where hymning Seraphs ſing, 
Join all the glad Pow'rs, 
For their LoRD is Ours, 
Our PROrHET, our PRIEST, and our KING. 


HYMN CVI. 7, p. 284 


CiRcuUmMcis1om. 


EB, my Sonl, with wonder fee 
The 1 DEFTY ; 


Human Nature He aſſumes, 


He to ranſom Sinners comes. 


He was not conceiv'd in Sin, 
He was infinitely clean; — Heb. 9. 14. 
im no finful Spot diſguis'd, \ 
Let, lo! He was circumcis'd. 


* 


—— — — _ 
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He fulfll'd all Righteouſneſs, 44] 
Standing in our legal Place, 

From the Cradle to the Crols, 

All He did He did for us. 

He did all our Woes retrieve, 

He expir'd that we might live: 


By his Stripes our Wounds are heal\d,* 
By his Blood our Peace is feal'd, 


Circumcite our filthy Hearts, 
Purify our inward Parts ; 

Los, deſtroy the carnal Mind 
That in Thee we Peace may find: 
In thy Righteouſneſs array'd, 

Let us triumph and be glad; 

May we walk on Earth with Thee, 
And in Heav'n thy Glory ſee. 


HYMN CVIL ' 


The Pass rox. 7s. 


H! what Wonders Love has done!“ 
But how little underſtood ! 
Gop well knows, and Gop alone, 
What produc'd that Sweat of Blood. 
Who can thy deep Wonders ſee, 
Wonderful Gethſemane? — Matt. 26. 36. 


Many Woes had Cur1sT endur'd, . 
Many ſore Temptations met, 
Patient, and to Pains inur'd ; 
But the foreſt Trial yet, 
Was to be ſuſtaiu'd in thee,, 
_ Gloomy, ſad Gethſemane. 


„Il. 53. 5. 


\ 


04 

There my Gop bore all my Guilt, 
This, thro' Grace, can be believ'd 3. 

But the Horrors which He felt, "241 
Are too great to be, conceiv'd.. 

None can penetrate thro? thee, 

Doleful, dark Geth/emane. 


S$AvI1ouR, all the Stone remove 

From my flinty frozen Heart; 
Thaw it with the Beams of Love : 

Pierce it with a. Blood-dipt Dart, 5 
Wound the Heart, that wounded Thee - 


Melt it in Gethſemane. 
HYMN CVII. L. M. p. 292 


The CrucirrixiON. 
E that paſs by, behold the MAN! 
The Man of Griefs condemn'd for you! 


1he Lawns of Gop for Sinners flain 
Weeping to Calvary purſue.— John 19. 5, 


Sec how his Back the Scourges tear, 

While to the bloody Pillar bound! 

The Ploughers make re Furrows there, 
Till his whole Body is a Wound. * 


His ſacred Limbs they ſtretch, they tear, 
With Nails they faſten to the Wood 


His ſacred Limbs—expos'd and bare, 
Or only cover'd with his Blood ! 


See there! his Temples crown'd with Thorn! 
His bleeding Hands extended wide ! 


His. ſtreaming Feet transfix'd and torn ! 
The Fountain guſhing from his Side ! + 


* P/a. 129. 3. Þ+ John 19. 34. 


[ 205 ] 
Where »s the KING of Glory now? 
The 1 of Gop ? 
Th' IMMoRTAL hangs his languid Brow, 
Th' ALMIGaTy yet ſuppoxts the Load:! 


Beneath our Load of Sin, He dies! * 
We fill'd his Soul with Pangs unknown, 
We caus'd — mortal Groans, and Cries, 
We kill'd the FaTHER's only SON, + 


The lame. 


LOW faſt my Tears; the cauſe is great; 
This Tribute claims an injur'd Friend : 
ne whom I long purſu'd with Hate, 
And yet He lob d me to the End. 
When Death his Terrors round me ſpread, 
And aim'd his Arrows at my Head. 
CHRIST interpos'd, the Wound He bore, 
And bade the Monfter dare no more. 


Faſt flow my Tears, yet faſter flow, 

Stream copious as yon purple Tide, 
* F was I that dealt the deadly Blow, 

I urg'd the Hand that pierc'd his Side. 
Keen Pangs and agonizing Smart 
Oppreſs his Soul, and rend his Heart; 
Whilſt Juſtice, arm'd with Pow's Div INI, 
Pours on his Head what's due to mine, 


Faſt and yet faſter flow my Tears, 
Love breaks the Heart, and drains the Eyes; 
His Viſage marr'd, tow'rds Heav'n He rears, | 
And, pleading for his Murd'rer, dies! | 


0. Pot. 3. 34 © 5 Ci £853, 


[ 106 ] 
My Grief nor Meaſure knows nor End,, 
Till He appears the Sinner's Friend ; 
And gives me, in an happy Hour, 
To feel the riſen Sav1ouR's Pow'r. 


HI MN GX. 85. p. 295 
The ſame, Ifaiah 5g. | 
We hath our Report believed ? 


Shilsh come is not received, 
Not received by his own, 
Promis'd Branch from Root of Je, 
David's Offspring ſent to bleſs ye, 
Comes too meekly to be known. 


Tell me, O thou favour'd Nation, 
What is thy fond ExpeQaation ? 
Some fair, ſpreading lofty Free 


Let not worl4ly Pride confound thee, 


Mong the lowly Plants around thee, 
Mark the Lori, that is HE. 


Lo! Mxss AE unreſpected! 
Man of —_ deſpiſed, rejected 
Wounds his Form disfiguring, 
Marr'd his Viſage more than any. 
For He bears the Sins of many, 
All our Sorrows carrying. 


No Deceit his. Mouth had ſpoken, 
Blameleſs He no Law had broken, 

Yet was number'd with the Worſt : | 
For, becauſe the LoꝶxD would grieve Him. 
We, who taw it, did believe Him, | 

For his own Offences curſt. 
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But while Him our Thoughts accuſed, 
He for us alone was bruiſed, 

Stricken, ſmitten for our Guilt: 

With his Stripes, our Wounds are cured, 


By his Pains, our Peace aſſured, — Rom. 5. 1. 
Purchas'd with the Blood He ſpilt. 


Fear our Portion, Slaves in Spirit, - 
He redeem'd us by his Merit % 
To a glorious Liberty: 
Dearly firſt his Goodneſs bought us, 
Truth and Love then ſweetly taught us, 
Truth and Love have made us tree. 


Bleſſed be the Pow'r who gave us, 
Freely gave his Sow to fave us, 
Bleſs'd the Son who freely came: 
Honour, Bleſſing, Adoration, 
Ever, from the whole Creation, 
Be to God and to the LamB. 


H TMN CXI. Lt. M. p. 299 
The Same. 


LL ye that paſs by! to Jesus draw nigh, * 
A To you is it nothing that JEsvs ſhould die? 


Our Ranſom, and Peace, our Surety He is, 
Come, ſee, if there ever was Sorrow like his! 


For what you have done his Blood did atone; 
The FATHER hath puniſh'd for you his dear Sox. 


Lam. I, 12. 
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The Lok, in the Day of his Anger, did lay + 
Our Sins on the LAMB, and He bore them away, 


He anſwer'd for all, who come at his Call, 
And low at his Crols with Aftoniſhment fall, 


HYMN CXIL 76. p. As 
The Same. 
H bt of Stone, relent, relent, & 
C 


_ — — 
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Break by Jesv's Croſs ſubdu'd ! 
e his Body mangled, rent, 
Cover'd with a Gore of Blood ! 
Sinful Soul, what haſt Thou done ? 
Murder'd Gop's Eternal Sow ! 


Yes, our Sins have done the Deed, 
Drove the Nails that fix Him here; 

Crown'd with Thorns his ſacred Head, 
Pierc'd Him with a Soldier's Spear; 

Made his Soul a Sacrifice ; 

Fer us ſinful Worms he dies ! 


Shall I let Him die in vain ? 
Still to Death purſue my Gop. ? 
Open tear his Wounds again, —Heb. C. 6. 
OR on his precious Blood? 
; with all my Sins I'll part: 
Tp s Love hath broke my Heart. 


+ La. 53.10. 5 Exel. 36. 26. 
2 P.. 51. 17. 
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HYMN CXIH. S. M. p. 368 
The Same. 


| O forth in Spirit, go 
To Calvary's holy Mount ! 

dee there thy FRIEND, between two Thieves, 
Suff'ring on thy Account. 


Fall at his Croſs's Foot, | | 
And ſay my God and Lon; - John 20. 28. 

Here let me dwell, and view thoſe Wounds 
Which Life for me procur'd ! | 


Fix on that Face Thine Eye 
Why fhrinks thy trembling Heart ? 
Thy great, thy many crimſon Sins 
Shame, Grief, and Fear impart. 


Fear not ; for this is He 
Who always loves us firſt ;-1 John 4. 19. 
And with white Robes of Righteouſneſs 
Delights * to deck the 9 61. 10. 


Or art thou at a Loſs 

What thou to Him ſhalt ſay? 

Be but ſincere, and all thy Cale 
Juſt as it is diſplay. 


That Heart our Sa vioun loves 
Which does not ſtrive to weave 
Pretences fair to ſooth itſelf, 


And his ſharp Eyes deceive. 


0 Mic. 7. 18. 
K 


1 


HTMN CXIV. S. M. p. 379 
The Saine. 


HEY pierc'd Him to the Heart, 
O let me view the Wound; 
And count the precious, precious Drops 


That ſtain the thirſty Ground. 


Ah! Who cou'd marr Thee thus, 
That never didſt offend ? 

How cou'd a ſinful World combine 
Againſt'the Sinner's Friend? 


There needed not the Spear 

To ſhed my SAviouR's Blood: - 7 
Love would have burſt his tender Heart, 
Whilſt Mercy pour'd the Hood. 


O copious, healing Stream! 

Tho' urg'd by hoſtile Hand: 
From evil ſprings the Miohr Goop, 
That cleanſes 7udah's Land. 


HT MN CXV. L. M. p. 410 
The Same. 


HEN I ſurvey the wondrous Croſs 
1} On which the Prince of Glory dy'd, 
My richeſt Gain I count but Loſs, —P}z1. 3. 8. 
And pour Contempt on all my Pride. 


Forbid it, LorD, that I ſhould boaſt * 
Save in the Death of CHRIS my Gon: 

All the vain Things that charm me moſt, 

J ſacriſice them to his Blood. 


Gal. 6. 14. 


[ rir ] 
Sec from his Head, his Hands and Feet, 
Sorrow and Love flow mingled down! r 


Did e'er ſuch Love and Sorrow meet, 
Or Thorns compoſe ſo rich a Crown 3 


Were the whole Realm of Nature mine, 
That were a Prefent far too ſmall ; 

Love ſo amazing, fo divine, — Rom. 12. I. 
Demands my Soul, my Life, my All. 


HYMN CXVI. C. M. pi 4s 
The Same. 


H AT ObjeQ's this that meets my Eyes 
From ot. Fern lem's Gate: 
Which fills my Mind with ſuch Surprize, 
As Wonders to create. 


Who can it be that groans beneath 
A pond'rous Croſs of Wood; 

Whoſe Soul's o'erwhelm'd in Pains of Death, | 
And Body's bath'd 1 in Blood ? _. 


Is this the Man, can this be Hs ? 
The Prophets have foretold, Y 
Should with Tranſgreſſors numberd be, #\ # 
And for their Crimes be fold? * 0 0 


Yes, now I know 'tis He, 'tis He, 
Ev'n Jesvs, Gop's Dear Sox; 
W rapt in Mortality to die 
I 40 Crimes that T had done. 


5 La. 53. 12. 
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O ! bleſſed Sight, O! lovely Form, 
To ſinful Souls like me! 

I'll creep beſide Him as a Worm 
And tee Him dic for me. 


— 18222 


I' hear his Groans and view his Wounds. 
Until with happy John, 

I on his Breaſt a Place have found 
Sweetly to lean upon.— John 13. 23. 


=TMN.CAVE0 3. -Þ. 434 
The Same. | 


WEET the Moments rich in Bleſfling 
Which before the Croſs I ſpend ; 
Life and Health, and Peace pofleffing, 

From the Sinner's dying FRIEND.. 
Here I'll fit for ever viewing 

Mercy's Streams in Streams of Blood; 

Precious Drops my Soul bedewing 
Plead and claim my Peace with Gop. 


Truly bleſſed is this Station 
Low before his Croſs to lie; 
While I fee divine Compaſſhon 
Floating in his languid Eye. 
Here it is I find my Heaven, 
While upon the Lams I gaze; 
Love I much? I've much forgiven, 


Pm a Miracle of Grace.—Luke 7. 47. 


Love and Grief my Heart dividing, 
With my Tears his Feet PII bathe : 
Conſtant ſtill in Faith abiding, 
Life deriying from his Death, 


* 


May I till enjoy this Feeling, 
In all Need to IE Sus go; | 
Prove his Wounds each Day more healing, 
And Himſelf more deeply know! 


HY M N CXVIII. 8 7 8. p. 304 
RESURRECTION; 
IF indes from the darkſome Tomb 


See the victorious IEsus come. ! 
Th ALMIGHTY PrIs'NER quits the Pris'n: 
And Angels tell, the LoRp is ris'n. 
Angels, Angels, Angels, Angels, Angels, tell: 


the LoR D. is ris'n.. 


Ve guilty Souls that groan and grieve, 

Hear the glad Tidings; hear, and live, 

Gop's righteous Law. is ſatisfied :; 

And Juſtice now is on your Side. 
Juſtice, Juſtiee, &c. 


Your Surety, thus releas'd by. Gop, 

Pleads the rich Ranſom of his Blood. 

No new Demand, no Bar remains; 

But Mercy now triumphant reigns. 
Mercy, Mercy, &c. 


Believers, hail your Riſing HEA p, 
The Fir/l-begotten. from the Dead. 
Your: Reſurrectlon's ture, thro' His, 


To endlets Life, and boundleſs Bliſs. 
Endleſs, endleſs, &c. 


K 3 
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The Same. 
HRIST the Lord is ris'n To-day! 
Sons of Men and Angels ſay 3 
Raiſe your Joys and Triumphs high, 
Sing ye Heav'ns, and Earth reply. 


Love's Redeeming Work is done, 
Fought the Fight, the Battle won: 
Lo! our Sun's Eclipſe is o'er, 

Lo! He ſets in Blood no more. 


Vain the Stone, the Watch, the Seal, 
CHREsT hath burſt the Gates of Hell : 
Death in vain forbids his Riſe, 
CHRIST hath open'd Paradiſe. 


Lives again our Glorious K1Nno, 


Iihere O Death is now thy Sting? 
Once He died our Souls to ſave, 
Where thy Viftory O Grave 1—1 Cor. 15. 55; 


Hail! the Lord of Earth and Heav'n, 
Praiſe to Thee by both be giv'n; 

Thee we greet triumphant now, 

Hail! the RESURRECTioON— T nou! * 


e. p. 310 
The Same. ; 


E dies! the FRIEND of Sinners dies! 
Lo! Salem's Daughters weep around! + 

A ſalemn Darkneſs veils the Skies! 

A iadden Trembling ſhakes the Ground! 


John 11. 25. f Luke 23. 27. 28. 


— 
hy die. nad wy" 


— 
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Come Saints and drop a Tear or two, 
For Him who groan'd beneath your Load!“ 


He ſhed a thouſand Drops for you, 
A thouſand Drops of richer Blood! 


Here's: Love and Grief beyond Degree, 
The Lok of Glory dies for Men! 
But lo! what ſudden Joys we ſee ! 
Jesus the Dead revives again! 
The Riſing Gop forſakes the Tomb! 
(The Tomb in vain forbids his Riſe !) 
Cherubic Legions guard Him Home, 
And ſhout Him welcome to the Skies !' 


Break off your Tears ye Saints! and tell 

How high our Great Deliv'rer reigns ! 
Sing how He ſpoil'd the Hoſts of Hell, 

And led the Monfter Death in Chains; 
Say Live for ever Woncrous KING. 

* Born to redeem! and ſtrong to ſave!“ 


Then aſk the Monſter “ Where's thy: Sting? 
And where's thy Victory, boaſting Graue? * 


HT MN XII. 7% p. 

The ASCENSION, | 
'ESUS our Triumphant Hz ap, Hallelujah. 
RKis'n victorious from the Dead, 


To the Realms of Glory's gone, 
To aſcend his rightful Throne. 


Cherubs on the Conqu rar gaze. 
Seraphs glow with brighter Blaze, 
Each bright Order of the Sky 
Hail Him, as He paſſes by. 
® 1 Cor. 15. 55 " 


[ 116 ] 


Saints the glorious Triumph meet; 
See their En'mies at his Feet.. 

By his Scars his Toils are yiew'd,. 
And his Garments roll'd in Blood. 


Heav'n it's KIR G congratulates ;: 
Opens wide her golden Gates. 
Angels Songs of Vict'ry ing ;: 
All the bliſsful: Regions ring. 


Brethren, join the heav'nly Pow'rs-: 
Since Redemption all is ours. 

None but pardon'd Sinners prove 

Th' Height and Depth of IEsv's Love. 


Hail, thou Dear, thou worthy LoR D; 
Holy LAM B, Incarnate Word.“ 

Hail Thou ſuff'ring Sox of Gop-! 
Take the Trophies of thy Blood. 


HYMN CXXII. 78. p. 325 
The Same. 


UR Lord is riſen from the Dead,, 
Our Jesvs is gone up on nigh - 
The Pow'rs of Hell are captive led, 


Dragg'd to the Portals of the Sky. 


There his triumphal Chariot waits, 
And Angels chaunt the folemn Lay : 

Lift up your Heads, ye Heav'nly Gates, 
Ye everlaſting Doors give Way ! 


Looſe. all your Bars of maſſy Light, 

And wide unfold th' Etherial Scene ;- 
He claims theſe Manſions as his Right, 
Receive the K1xG of Glory in! 


— 
— 


[117] 
Who is the KING of Glory, who ? 


The Lok p, that all his Foes o'ercame ; 
The World, Sin, Death, and Hell o'erthrew, 
And ]Esvs is the Conguror's Name. 


Lo! his triumphal Chariot waits, 
And Angels chaunt the folemn Lay ; 
Lift up your Heads, ye Heav'nly Gates, 
Ye everlaſting Doars give Way ! 


Who is the KING of Glory, who? 
The Lord of glorious Pow'r poſſeſt; 
The KinG of Saints and Angels too, 
Gop over all, for ever bleſt ! 


HYMN CxxXIII. S. M. p. 334 


The CouroR TER. 


OME, Holy SpIxRIr, come; — Adds 2. 3. 
Let thy bright Beams ariſe, 
Diſpel the Darkneſs from our Minds; 
And open all our Eyes !=-Lute 4. 18. 


Chear our deſponding Hearts, 
Thou Heav'nly PARACLETE ; 
Give us to lie, with humble Hope, 

At our REBEEMER's Feet! 


Revive our drooping Faith ; 
Our Doubts and Fears remove; 
And kindle in our Breaſt the Flames. 


Of never-dying Love ! 


Convince us more of Sin; 

Then point to IEsu's Blood: 
And to our wondring View reveal 

Th' amazing Love of Gop ! 


The Purchaſe of our 
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H YM N CXXIV. L. M. p. 338 
PENTECOST. 


EJOICE, rejoice ye fallen Race, 
NK The Day of Pentecoſt is come I-Acts 2. 1. 
* 


ect the ſure deſcending Grace, 
rok your Hearts to make him Room, 


For us the Bleffing to receive; 
It now comes ſtreaming from the Sky, 
The SPIRIT comes and Sinners live. 


Our Jxsus is gone up on high, — Pha. 68, 18. 


Aſſembled here with one Accord, 
Calmly we wait the 8 Grace, 
ying LoRD ; 
Come, HoLy Gos, and fill this Place; 


Behold to Thee our Souls aſpire, 
And long the bleſt Deſcent to feel; 
Kindle in each thy living Fire, 
And ſtamp on every Heart thy Seal. 


H YM N CXXV. C. M. p. 335 
For quickening Grace. 
OME, Holy Spixrr, Heav'nly Dovz, 


Wich all thy quick'ning Pow'rs; 
Kindle a Flame of ſacred Love 
In theſe cold Hearts of ours. 


Look how we grovel here below, 
Fond of theſe earthly Toys; 
Our Souls, how heavily they go, 

To reach Eternal Joys ! 


| [ 119 ] 
In vain we tune our formal Songs, 
In vain we ftrive to riſe ; 


Hoſannas languiſh on our Tongues, 
And our Devotion dies. 


Dear Lokp ! and ſhall we always live, 
At this poor dying Rate ? 

Our Love fo faint, ſo cold to Thee, 
And Thine to us ſo great? 


Come Holy Sear1T, -Heay'nly Dovx, 
With all thy quick'ning Pow'rs, 
Come, ſhed abroad a Savaour's Love; 
And that ſhall kindle ours. 


HYMN CXXVI. C. M. p. 34t 
To the Trinity. 


AlL, Holy, Holy, Holy Lord : 
Be endleſs Praiſe to Thee 
Supreme, Effential Oxx, ador'd 
tn Co-eternal THREE. 


To whom (Iſaiab's Viſion ſhew'd)-1/a. 6. 2. 3. 
The Seraphs veil their Wings, 

While Thee JEHo VA, Lorp and Gop, 
Th' Angelic Army ſings. 


To Thee by all the Pow'rs on high 
Were humble Praiſes given, 

When John beheld, with favour'd Eye,“ 
Th' lahabitants of Heaven. 


® Rev. 4. 1. &c. 


[ 120 ] 
Hail Holy, Holy, Holy Loxp! 
Be endleſs Praiſe to Thee : 


* eſſential Ox E, ador'd 
In co-eternal THREE. 


HYMN CXXVIL L. M. p. 345 
T ÿbe Same. 


TJ LEST be the FaTHER and his Love, 
| 'To whoſe celeſtial Source we owe 
Rivers of endleſs Joys above, 

And Streams of Comfort here below ! 


Glory to Thee, Great Sox of Gop! 
Forth from thy wounded Body rolls 

A precious Stream of vital Blood, 
Pardon and Life for dying Souls. 


We give the Sacred SPIRIT praiſe, 
Who, in our Hearts of Sin and Wee, 

Makes living Springs of Grace ariſe, 
And into boundleſs Glory flow. 


Thus Gop the FATHER,. God the Son, 
And Gop the Sp1RIT, we adore, 

'That Sea of Life and Love unknown, 
Without a Bottom or a Shore. 


H Y M N CXXVII. 78. p. 349 
The Same. 


ATHER, Sox and Holy GnosrT, 
- Ont in THREE, and THREE in Ox | 
As by the Cœleſtial Hoſt, 
Let thy Will on Earth be done! 
Praiſe by all to Thee be giv'n, 
Glorious Lokp of Earth and Heav'n! 


11 


If ſo poor a Worm as I 
May to thy great Glory hve ; 
All mine Actions ſanctify, | 
All my Thoughts and Words receiye ! 
Claim me for thy Service claim | 
All I have, and all I am! 


Take my Soul and Body's Pow'rs, 
Take my Mem'ry, Mind and Will 

All my Goods, and all mine Hours, 
All I know, and all I feel; 

All I think, and ſpeak, and do, 

Take mine Heart—but make it new ! 


HYMN CXXIX. 68. p. 347 
The Same. 


E give immortal Praiſe, | 
To Gop the FATHER's Love; 
For all our Comforts here, 
And better Hopes above, 
He ſent his own 
Eternal Sox, 
To die for Sins 
That Man had done. 


To Gop the Sow belongs 
Immortal Glory too, | 
Who bought us with his Blood, 
From everlaſting Woe, 
And now He lives, 
And now He reigns, 
And ſees the Fruit 
Of all his Pains, 


L 


122 
To Gop the SyiriT's Name, 
Immortal Worſhip give ; 
Whoſe new creating Pow'r 
Makes the dead Sinner live. 
His Work compleats 
The great Deſign, 
And fills the Soul 
With Joy divine. 


Almighty Gop, to Thee 
B: endleſs Honours done: 
The undivided THREE, 
And the myſterious Ox E?! 
Where Reaſon fails, 
With all her Pow'rs, 
"There Faith prevails 
And Love adores. 


HY M N Cxxx. L. M. p. 198 
5 Aſſurance of Fairs. 


q Debtor to Mercy alone, 
A Of Covenant-Mlercy I fing; 
or fear with thy Righteouſneſs on 
My Perſon and Off'ring to bring. 
The Fre of Lau and of Gop—Col. 2. 14. 
With me can have nothing to do; | 
My Sav1ovR's Obedience and Blood 
Hide all my Tranſgreſſions from View. 


The Work which his Goodneſs began 
* The Arm of his ln will complete; 
His Promiſe is Yea and Amen 
And never was forfeited yet. 
Things future, nor Things that are now 


Not all Things below nor above 
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Can make Him his Purpoſe forego, . . 


Or ſever my Soul from his Love. Rom. 8, 39 


My Name from the Palms of his Hands. 
Eternity will not eraſe; — a. 49. 10. 
Impreſt. on his Heart it remains 
13 marks of indelible Grace. 
Yes, I to the End ſhall endure 
As ſure as the Earneſt is given; 
More happy, but not more ſecure 
The glorify'd Spirits in-Heav*n—Fobn 14. 3. 


HY MN CXXXI. 68. p. 276 
Offices of CHRIST. 


RRAY'D in mortal Fleſh, 
Lo ! the Great ANGEL ſtands !& _ 
e holds the Promiſes =:Y 
And Pardons in his Hands. —— 
Commiſhon'd from his FATHER's Throne, 
To make his Grace to Mortals known. 


Be Thou our r | 
Our Pattern and our Guide. 
And through this deſart Land 
Still keep us near thy Side! 
O let our Feet ne'er run aſtray,—1 Sam. 2. gs 
Nor rove, nor ſeek the crooked Way, | 


We'd hear our Shepherd's Voice, 
Whole watchful Eye doth keep- 
Poor. wand'ring Souls amon 
The Thouſands of his Sheep: 
He feeds his Flock He calls their Names, 
His Boſom bears the tender Lambs.-Ja. 40. 11. 


* Mal. 3. 1. 
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To this dear Surety's Hands, — Hab. 7. 22. 
My Soul commend thy Cauſe, 
He anſwers and fulfils 
His FaTHER's broken Laus: 
Believing Souls.now free are ſet; | 
For CHR1sT hath paid their dreadful Debt.“ 


Then let our Souls ariſe, 
And tread the Tempter down ; 
Our Captain leads us forth — az. 2. 10. 
To- conqueſt and a Crown : | 
March on, nor fear to win the Day, 


Though Death and Hell obſtruQ the Way. 


HY M N CXXXII 78. p. 203 
Ik̃ be Sinner's Hope. 

8 ye humble Sinner-Train, 
Souls for whom the LAM was ſlain; 

Chearful let us raiſe our Voice, 

We have Reaſon to rejoice. 

Let us ſing with Saints in Heav'n, 

Life reſtor'd and Sins forgiv'n, 

Clory and Eternal Laud 

Be to our Incarnate Gop. 


Now look vp with Faith, and ſee 
Him that bled for you and me, 

Seated on his Glorious Throne - 
Interceeding for his own. s 
What can Chriſtians have to fear 
When they view their SAv10UR there 2 
Hell is vanquiſh'd, Heav'n appeas'd, 
God is reconcil'd and pleas d. 


* Rom 10. 4. 


[1255]; 
Snares and Dangers may beſet 
For we are but Travlels yet. 42 
As the Way indeed is hard I 
Let us keep a conſtant Guard * 
Neither lifted up with Air, 
Nor dejected to Deſpair. 


Always keeping ChRIS＋T in E 12. 2. a 


He will bring us ſafely through. 


HYMN cxxXIII. 78. 3 


The Cxoss. | 8 


7 IS my Privilege below 
Not to live without the Croſs ;. 


But the Saviour's Pow'r to know, 
Sanctifying every Loſs... | 
Troubles will and me befal, 
But with humble Faith to ſee 


Love inſcrib'd upon them all, 
This is Happineſs to mel 


Go in Hrael ſows the Seeds | 
Of Affliction, Pairrand Toll x 
Thele ſpring up and choak the Weeds 
Which woull elſe o'erfpread the Soil; 
Trials make the Promiſe ſweet; 
Trials give new Life to Pray rs 
Trials lay me at his Feet, 


Lay me low and keep me there. 1 


Did I meet no Trial here, 
No Chaſtiſement by the Way, 
Might I not with Reaſon fear 
Lihou'd prove a Caſt-away ? 


L 3 


1 
: 
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Baſtards may eſcape the Rod Hieb. 12. $. 
Sunk in Earthly vain Delight; 

But the true- born Child of Gov 

Muſt not, wau'd not, if he might. 


Thee Thou know'ſt I wifh to love, 
For which thy Name I bleſs ; 
Pour thy Sy1Rr1T from above 
Upon my waiting Fleece !—Fudges 6. 37. 
Gentle as deſcending Dew, | 
Welcome asreviving Show'rs-;— 1 75 41. 4 
Let Him my Election ſhew 
And gild my gloomy Hours. 


HYMN CXXXIV. C. M. p. 210 


PROVIDENCE. 


OD moves in a myſterious Way 

His Wonders to perform; 
He plants his Footſteps in the Sca 
And rides upon the Storm; 


In deep unfathomable Mines - 
Of never-failing Skill | 
He treaſures up his bright Deſigns 
And works his Sov'reign will, 


Ye fearful Saints, freſh Courage take, 
The Clouds you ſo much dread * 

Are big with Mercy, and will break 

With Bleſſings on your Head, 


Judge not the Loxp by feeble Senſe, 
But truſt Him for his Grace ; 
Behind a frowning Providence 


He hides a ſmiling Face, 


127 J 
Mis Purpoſes will rigen faſt, 
Unfolding ev'ry Hour; 
The Bud may have a bitter Taſte, 
But ſweet will. be the Flow r. 


Blind Unbelief is ſure to err 
And ſoan his Work wvam 3; 

God is his own Interpreter 
And He will make it plain. 


HY MN CXXXV. IL. M. p.237 

INVITATION. | 
NINNERS obey the Goſpel-Word, 
J Haſte to the Supper of the Logp ;. 


Be wiſe to know this glorious Day, 
All Things are ready, come away. 


Ready the Far HER is to own, — Luke 15, 20. 
And kiſs his late returning. SoN : IS 
Ready. the Loving SAv 10UR ſtands, 

And ſpreads for yourhis-bleeding Hands. 


Ready. the Sp1R1'T of his Love, 

J he ſtony Heart to melt and move; 
T' apply and witneſs with the Blood, 
And waſlr and ſeal you: Sons of Gop.. 


Ready for you the Angels wait, —Luke 15. 10. 
To Sn in-your bleſt Eftate : 

Tuning their Harps they long to praiſe 

The Wonders of Redeeming Grace. 


Come then, Je Sinners to the Logy, 
To Happineſs in CHRIST reſtor'd: 

The Bleſſings of his Love embrace, | 
The Plenitude of Goffþcf Grace. ; 
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HYMN CXXXVI. 68. p. 238 
The JosILEE. „ 


B ye the Trumpet, blow 


The gladly-ſolemn Sound, 
et all the Nations know © 
To Earth's remoteſt Bound, 
The Year of Jubilee is come; 
Return ye ranſom'd Sinners home ! 


Extol the LAME of Go; 
The Great-atoning Lams ! 
Redemption in his Blood, 
Throughout the World proclaim :: 
The Year of Jubilee is come; 
Return ye ranſom'd Sinners home | 


Ye who have fold for Nought 
Your Heritage above; 
Shall have it back unbought 
The Gift of JesU's Love. 
The Year. of Jubilce is come; 
Return ye ranſom'd Sinners home ! 


Ye Slaves of Sin and Hell 
Your Liberty receive ; 
And fafe in JEsus dwell 
And bleſt in IEsus live. 
The. Year of Jubilee is come; 
Return ye ranſom'd Sinners home L. 


The Goſpel-Trumpet hear: 
The News of Heav'nly Grace, 
Ye-happy Souls draw near, 
Behold your SAviouR's Face, 
The Year of Jubilee is come ;. 
Return to your cternal. Home, 
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HYMN CXXXVIL L. M. p. 240 
The GospEL BANNER. 


APTAIN of thine enliſted Hoſt, 
| Diſplay thy glorious Banner high ; * 
The Summons ſend from Coaſt to Coaſt, 
And call a num'rous Army nigh. 


A ſolemn Jubilee proclaim, —Lev. 25. 10. 
Proclaim the great Sabbatic Day; 
Aſſert the Glories of thy Name, 
Spoil Satan of his wiſh'd-for Prey! 


Bid, bid thy Heralds publiſh loud _ 
The peaceful Bleſſings of thy Reign : _ 
And when they ſpeak of ſprinkling Blood, 
The Myſt'ry to the Heart explain. 


Loxn. ſhed thy Light, make plain the Way, 
That leads to Sian's lofty 1 ow'r : 

Pierc'd by thy Beams let Night be Day; 
So ſhall we ſee and praiſe ty Pow'r ! 


HY MN CXXXVIIL S. M. p. 402 
| The Same. 
V Sav1ovk, Thou didſt ſhed 
Thy precious Blood for me; 
dwell within my worthleſs Heart, 
And let me live to Thee. 


Thou calleſt me, O Lorp, 
To come to Thee and live; 
therefore come with all my Sins, 


I know Thou canſt forgive. 
® [ac 13. 2. 


o 
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My Log p and Saviouk dear! 
Liong to ſce thy Face; 
To know Thee more and more by Faith, 
And daily grow in Grace. 


And when this Life is o'er, 
O may I dwell with Thee, 

Still worſhipping the bleſſed Lams, 
Who liv'd and dy'd for me. 


HYMN CXXXIX. 87. p. 234 
Before SERMON. 
HANKS to Gow for ev'ry Servant, 


Meſſenger of ]zsv's Grace 
© how beautiful the Feet of —Rom. 10. 15. 
Him that brings good News of Peace. 
LokD be with him, Lok p. be with him, &c. 
Son of Gon, thy People's. Joy! 


SAVIOUR, bleſs his Meſſage to us. Jud. 3. 20. 
Give us Hearts to hear the Sund 

Of Redemption, dearly purchas'd 

By thy Death and precious Wounds. 

© reveal it! O reveal it! &c. 

To our poor and helpleſs Souls! 


Give Reward of Grace and Glory 
To thy faithful Labourer Dear, 
Let the Incenſe of our Hearts be 
Offer'd up in Faith and Pray'r. 
Bleſs, O bleſs him! bleſs, O bleſs Him, &. 
Now, henceforth, for evermore. 


— 


- 4 I 
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HYMN CXL. L. M. p. 236 
The Same. 8 
H : ev'ry one that thirſts draw nigh,* 


1 ('Tis Gop invites the fallen Race,) 
ercy and free Salvation buy, E 
Buy Wine, and Milk, and Goſpel Grace. 


Come, to the living Waters, come, 
Sinners obey your MAK ER's Voice; 

Return, ye weary Wand'rers, home, 
And in Redeeming Love rejoice. 


See, from the Rock a Fountain riſe ! 1 
For you in healing Streams it rolls: 
Money ye need not bring, nor Price, 


Ye lab'ring burthen'd. fin- ſick Souls, 


Nothing ve in Exchange ſhall give; 
Leave all you have, and are, behind; 

Frankly the Gift of Gop receive, | 
Pardon and Peace in IEsus find. 


HYMN CXLI. L. M. p. 243 
Sceking CHRIS T's Preſence, Y 
DELOVED Sav3ovus, faithful Friend, 
The Joy of all thy Croſs's Train; 
n Mercy to our Aid deſcend, 
Or elſe we worſhip Thee in vain !$ 


In vain we meet to fing and pray, 
If CnRisr his Influence withold : 
Our Hearts remain as cold as Clay, 
Till we our God by Faith behold. 


Ja. 55.1. 11 Cor. 10. 4. Mat. 18. 3 
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Then let us feel thy healing Beams, 
And view thy reconciled Face ; 
Yea, prove thy Preſence in theſe Means 
To bleſs a vile and helpleſs Race. 


Here manifeſt Thyſelf in Peace ; 

Thy faithful Mercies now make known ; 
Oh ! breathe on us a Gale of Grace ; 

And ſend the chearing Bleſſing down! 


We gladly for thy Coming wait, 
Seeking to know Thee as Thou art; 
We bow as Sinners at thy Feet, 
And bid Thee welcome to our Heart. 


HH YM N CXLII. S. M. p. 244 


The Sinner's Prayer. 


EAR Loks, attend our Pray'r, 
And all our Wants relieve; 
Come to our Hearts, and dwell Thou there, 


That Thou in us may'ſt live IE. 3. 17. 


In Weakneſs we draw nigh 

Unto the Throne of Grace; 
Anſwer a Sinner's mournful Cry, 

And fill us with thy Peace. 


Thou read'ſt the naked Breaſt; 
For Liberty we groan ; 
We ſigh in Thee, our Lok p, to reſt, 
And worſhip Thee alone. 


If Trials vex our Mind, 

Cloſe to thy Wounds we'll flee ; 
No Refuge may we elſewhere find, 
But what we find in Thee. 
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To Thee we come, our FRIEND, 
As Sinners poor indeed; 
On Thee for future Grace depend, 
Our Help in ev'ry Need. | 


HYMN CXLII. 874. p. 429 
INviTAT10N, 


- OME, ye Sinners, poor and wretched, 
Bring your humble, grateful Lays ; 
Help to fing our JIxsv's Merits, 
Help to chaunt IMMANUEL's Praiſe : 
Friend of Sinners / 
Thee we laud for richeft Grace, 


O what Grace haſt Thou vouchſafed ! 

O what Mercy haſt Thou ſhown n! 
When, to die for vileſt Rebels, — P/ 68. I8, 
Thou didft leave thy bliſsful Throne! 

Bleeding SAv1ouR |! 
Melt, O melt our Hearts of Stone. 


Come, ye Sinners, come to Jr 3us, 
Think upon your Gracious Lokp + 
He has pity'd your Condition, 
He has fent his Goſpel- Word: 
Mercy calls you 
Mercy flows from JEsu's Blood. 


Deareſt SA vioun, help thy Servant 
To proclaim thy wohd'rous Love; 
Pour thy Grace upon this People, 
That thy Truth they may approve : 
Bleſs O bleis them, 
From thy ſhining Courts abeve, 


: M 
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Now thy gracious Word invites them 
To partake the Goſpel-Feaſt ; 
Let the Sy1R1T ſweetly draw them, 
Ev'ry Soul be IEsu's Gueſt : 
O receive us, 


Let us find thy promis'd Reſt. 
HYMN CXLIV. 6 8. p. 323 


CurisT the eternal Kino, 


EJoice, the Lox is-KinGc !- Phil, 4. 44 
Your Logp and Kix adore, 
_ Believers praiſe and fang, 
And triumph evermore! 
Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, 
Rejoice, again, I ſay, rice. | 


Jzsvs the Saviour reigns, 
The Gop of Truth and Love, 
When He had purg'd our Stains, | 
He took his Seat above : 
Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, 
Rejoice, again, I ſay, rejoice. 


His Kingdom cannot fail, 
He rules o'er Earth and Heav'n, 
The Keys of Death and Hell 
Are to our IEsus given: 
Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, 
Rejoice, again, I ſay, rejoice. 


He all his Foes ſhall quell, ' 
Shall Satan's Works deſtroy, 
And every Boſom ſwell 
With pure Seraphic Joy ; 
Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, 
Rejoice, again, I ſay, rejoice. 


GEE 


1191 


Rejoice, in Glorious Hope, 
Jesvs the Judge ſhall come; 
To take his Servants up 
To their Eternal Home: 
We ſoon ſhall hear th” Archangel's Voice, 
The Trump of Gon thall ſound, rejoice. 


H TMN CXLV. | C. M. p. 367 
The LAu is worthy. | 
OME, ler us join our chearful Songs, 
Wich Angels round*the Throne; 


Ten thouſand thouſand are their Tonguss, 
But all their Joys are one. 


Worthy the LAs that dy'd, they cry, 
To be exalted thus 

Worthy the Lams, our Hearts reply, 
For He was 1lain for us! 


Tesvs is worthy to receive 
Honour and Pow'r divine: 

And Bleſſings more than we can give, 
Be, LokD, for ever thine ! 


The whole Creation join in one, 
To bleſs the ſacred Name 5 
Of Him that fits upon the Throne, 

And to adore the LAB. 


HYMN CXLVI. 886. p. 435 


Delight in Public Worsnze, 
ORD, how delightful 'tis to ſee, 


A whole Aſſembly worſhip Thee 
Within thy Temple's Gate | 
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To ice the Holy Tribes appear, 
And with the pious Race draw near 
Upon the Lozp to wait. 


Bleft are the Souls who find a Place 
Among the Saints the Sons of Grace; 
Praiſe their glad Tongues employ: 
Their Gop doth feed the hungry Poor 
With Bread, and makes their Cup run o'er, 
And hills their Heart with Joy. 


Among them, Loxp, I love t' appear 

And humbly bow, with filial Fear, 
With great, yet ſacred Joy: 

For in thy Houſe, one Day has been, 

Better than Thouſands ſpent in Sin, 

Tis ſuch divine Employ. . - 


"Tis ſweet, tho' I unworthy be 

To meet among thy Saints and Thee, 
O let me tho' with Shame, 

Preſume to mingle my Complaints 

With the Diſtreſſes of thy Saints, 

Thou Dear Long-ſuff*ring Lams. 


Now fill the hungry Souls with Food 

Now ſatisfy their Mouths with Good ; 
And grant a Crumb to me. | 

For this Pd fay, it loſt I were, 

J lov'd the Place and People where 

Thy Dwelling us'd to be 


But Oh ! my Gop, bleſs me alſo, 

For Oh! with them J long to go; 
Give me the meaneſt Place: | 

And here PI wait and worſhip ftill 

Below them all on Sion's Hill 

I bow before thy Face, 


a 
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HYMN CxLvII. L. M. p. 436 
For a Bleſſing in PusLtc Worry. 


HANKS to thy Name, O Lorp that we 
One glorious Sabbath more behold; 
Dear Shepherd let us meet with Thee 
Among thy Sheep in this thy Fold. 


Now, LorD, among thy Tribes appear, 
And let thy Preſence fill the Throng ;. 
Thy gracious Word let Sinners hear 
And bid the feeble Heart be ſtrong. 


Gather the Lambs into Thine Arms: 
And ſatisfy their ev'ry Want, 

And thoſe with Young defend from Harms,, 
And gently lead them leaſt they faint, 


Dear tender-hearted Shepherd ſtay IST 
Thy wand'ring Sheep and bring them back, 
Oh! bring the wand'ring Home to Day 
And tave them for thy Mercy's Sake.. 


Let ev'ry Soul before Thee here 
Thro' Thee the Door now enter in, 
Find Paſture with our Saviour Dear, 
Sav'd from. the Guilt and Pow'r of Sin; 


HY MN CXLVIL. 678. p. 449 
| EVENING. | 
WILL lay me down toſleep,—Pfa.. 3. 

And aafely take my Reſt s 92 


Me commend to JIEsv's Grace, 
And as upon his Breaſt; 
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So, if IEsus pleaſe, I'll ſleep, 
While He vouchſafes to be my Guard : 


O, my Shepherd ! love and keep, 
And be my great Reward ! 


HYMN CXLIX. 6 4. p. 233 
To the TriniTyY. 


8 Thou Almighty KING,“ 
Help ns thy Name to ſing, 
Help us to praiſe ! . | 

Father, all glorious, 

O'er all victorious, 

Come, and reign over us, 
ANTIENT of Days ! 


Tesus, our Lorp, ariſe, 
Scatter our Eneinies, 
And make them fall! 
Let thine Almighty Aid 
Our ſure Defence be made, P/. 18. 2. 
Our Souls on Thee be ſtay'd, 
LoRD, hear our Call ! | 


Come, Holy ComMFoRTER,—PYohn 14. 16. 
Thy tacred Witneſs bear—Fohn 10. 14. 
In this glad Hour ! 
Thou, who Almighty art, 
Now rute in ev'ry Heart, 
And ne*cr from us depart, 
SPIRIT of Pow'r | 


To the GREAT ONE in THREE 
Eternal Praiſes be 
Hence evermore! 


Kev. 19. 6. 


. 
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His Sov' REIGN MAJESTY 
May we in Glory fee, 
And to Eternity 

Love and adore ! 


Short Hymns to precede the SERMON. 


HT MN CE. CM. 


ELOVED Sav1ous, Prince of Life, 
To us thy Seng ie ;—Luke 11. 1.3. 
We long to hear LE Voice 
Which bids poor Sinners. live. 


O Thou, who loveſt Bahes to teach, 
Reveal to us thy Will.; 

And whilſt we wait on Thee by Faith, * 
Thy Work in us fulfil. 


HYMN CLI. 58. 
OURCE of Light and Pow'r divine, 
Deign upon thy Truth to ſhine. 
Lok p, behold thy Servant ſtands; 
Lo! to Thee he lifts his Hands: 


*Satisfy his Souls Deſire; 
'E — his Lip with holy Fire.— I/. 6. 7. 


HY M N_ CEIE 


OME, Thou IncarnaTE WORD, 
Gird on thy mighty Sword,-P/a. 45-3 
Our Pray'rs atten 
Come! and thy People bleſs, 
And give thy Word 3 
SPIRIT of Holineſs 
On us deſcend! 


® Gal. 5. 5. f Joln 1. 14. 
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H YM N CLIE 10 5: 


FESU, we Pray: be with us To-day, 
Thy Bleſſing beſtow, (flow ! 
And make all our Hearts with pure Joy over- 


A right fimple Heart to each one impart ; 
And a liſt'ning Ear ;—Prev. 20. 12. 
Which may thy Hill ſmall Voice attentively hear: 


We earneſtly crave a Bleffing to have, 
That we may rejoice, 
And bleſs Thee and praiſe Thee with Heart 
(and with Voice! 


HYMN CLIV. {| 
LESSED Loerp be Thou our Teacher,“ 
Helper, Counſellor, and Guide; 
Speak the Promiſe through the Preacher, 
And the hearing Ear provide. 


> 


Vain is Learning, Parts, or Merit,. 
Vain the native Pow'rs of Man.. 
Irsus ! ſend thy HoLy SPIRIT, 
So diſplay the Goſpel-Plan. 


HY M N CLV. 
HOU who for Sinners once waſt ſlain, 
Once dead, but now alive again; 
Give us to know, to taſte, to prove, 
The Pow'r and Sweetneſs of thy Love. 


Give us to feel our Sins forgiv'n, 

And know that we are Heirs of Heav'n; 
Sprinkle each Conſcience with thy Blood, 
And fill us with the Love of God. 


[1 Fobn I4. 16. 
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HYMN CLVI. p. 475 
Co guilty Souls, and flee away, 
Like Doves to JIEsv's Wounds, 


This is the welcome Goſpel-Day, 
VWherein free Grace abounds. 


Gop lov'd the World, and gave his Son 
To drink the Cup of Wrath : 

And Jesvs ſays he'll caſt out none 
That come to him by Faith. 


HY M N CLVII. 
OUCH with a living Coal the Lip 
That ſhall proclaim thy Word, 
And bid each awful Hearer keep 
Attention to the Lorn. 


HT MN CLVII. 

REAT God, thy ſovereign Aid impart, 

To give thy Word Succeſs: + 

Write thy Salvation on our Hearts, 
And make us learn thy Grace. 


Shew our forgetful Feet the Way 
That leads to Joys on High ; 
Where Knowledge grows without Decay, 
And Love ſhall never die. | 


HY MN. CLIX. 


T\ATHER of Earth and Heav'n, 
Thy waiting People Feed: 
I hy Grace be to our Spirits giv'n, 
hat true, immortal Bread! 


42 
O fill our Mouths with Praiſe, 
And give us now to prove 


The Sweetneſs of thy pard'ning Grace, 
The Manna of thy Love. 


HYMN CLX. 


PF ION. ariſe, thy Garments ſhake, 

Of thy Dear Sav1ouR's Worth partake ;; 
Oh! call his Bleſſings down! | 
Thy Wants are great—but ]zsvs dy'd, 

He loves. to fee them well ſupply'd, 
He makes thy Caſe his own, 


Strangers in Heart we lately were, —Ephb. 2. 12. 
Till our REDEEMER brought us near 
By his attracting Pow'r ; 
Break out all ye in Songs aloud, 
Who feel Redetiptic through his Blood,, 
And our HGA PRIEST adore. 


© Jesus, Loxn, we humbly pray, 
Pe gracious to our Souls To-day,. 
Thy ſaving Health 1mpart ! 
The Dew of Heav'n on us diftil,, 
With Love each empty Veſſel fill, 
And chear the drooping Heart! 


HYMN CLXI. C.M. p. 25s 
SALVATION, 


ALVATION! O the joyful Sound! 
What Pleaſure to our Ears-! 
A 2 Balm for ev'ry Wound, * 
A Cordial for our Fears. 
Bleſſing, Honour, Praiſe and Power, &c. 
® x Jors 1. 7. 
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Salvation ! let the Echo fly 
The ſpacious Earth around; 
While all the Armies of the Sky 
Conſpire to raiſe the Sound! 
Bleſfing, Honour, Praiſe and Power, &c, 


Salvation ! O Thou bleeding Lams, 
To Thee the Praite belongs ; 
Salvation ſhall inſpire our Hearts, 
And dwell upon our Tongues. 
Bleſſing, Honour, Praiſe and Power, &c, 


HYMN CLXIL C. M. p. 220 
Pusiic Woks RIP. 


ING. to the Lox p, Jenov an's Name, 
Aud in his Strength rejoice ; 
When his Salvation 1s our Theme, 
Exalted be our Voice, 


With Thanks approach his awful Sight, 
And Palms of Honour fiag ; 

The Lox b's a Gop of boundleſs Might, 
The whole Creation's KING. 


Come, and with humble Souls adore, 
Come kneel before his Face ; 
O may the Crcatures of his Pow'r, 


Be Children of his Grace, 


HYMN CLXUI. 8 12. p. 223 
 InviTaTI1ON. 


OME, ye Sinners, poor and wretched, 
Gop's free Bounty glorify ! 

True Belief, and true ce 

Ev'ry Grace that brings us nigh, 


. 


| 
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Without Money, without Money, without 
ö (Money, “ 
Come to Jesvs CHRIST, and buy. 


Let not Conſcience make you linger; 
Nor of Fitneſs fondly dream, 

All the Fitneſs He requireth 
Is, to feel your Want of Him: 

This He gives you, this He gives you, this He 
"Tis the SPIRIT's riſing Beam. (gives you, 


Come, ye weary, heavy laden, — Mat. 11. 28. 


Loft and ruin'd by the fall; 
If you tarry 'till you're better, 
ou will never come at all. ; 
Not the Righteous, not the Righteous, not the 
Sinners JEsUs came to call, (Righteous ; 


View Him grov'ling in the Garden; 
Lo! your MAKER proſtrate lies, 

On the bloody Tree behold Him : 
Hear Him cry, before He dies ; 

&« Tt is finiſh'd; it is fimſh'd ; it is finiſh'd,” 
Sinner, will not this ſuffice ?—Fohn 19. 30. 


Lo! th' incarnate Gop aſcended, | 
Pleads the Merits of his Blood. —Eph. 4. 8. 

Venture on Him, venture wholly ; 
Let no other Truſt intrude, ' 

None but I Esus, none but JEsUs, none but 
Can do helpleſs Sinners good, (]Esvs, 


Saints and Angels join'd in Concert, 
Sing the Praiſes of the Laws ; 

While the bliſsful Seats of Heaven 
Sweetly Echo with his Name. 

Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! 
Sinners here may ſing the ſame, ' 


Ja. 55. 1. 
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HT MN CLV. S. M. p. 221 
Thankſgiving for the Goſpel. 


JESU, our Lokp, 
Thy Name be ador'd 
For all the rich Blefſings convey'd thro? thy 


(Word! 


In Spirit we trace 
Thy Wonders of Grace, 
And cheartully join in a Concert of Praiſe, 


The Trumpet of Gon 
Is ee abroad : 
The Language of Mercy—Salvation through 
| Blood. 
Thrice happy are they 0 


Who hear and obey, 
And ſhare in the Bleſſiags of this Goſpel-Day. 


The people who know 
The SAvioUR below, 
With burning Affection to worſhip Him glow. 


The People are bleſt 
Who lean on his Breaſt, 
And have a rich Foretaſte of his promis'd Reſt, 


This Bleſſing is mine 
Through Favour divine: 
But, O my REDEEMER, the Glory be Thine! 


The Work is of Grace; 
Thine, Thine be the Praiſe |! 
And mine to adore Thee, and tell of thy Ways, 


N 
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HYMN CLXV. C. M. p. 446 
CHRIST's Hand the Believer's ſafety, 
| John 10. 28, 29, 


IRM as the Earth thy Goſpel ſtands, 
My Lorp, my Hope, my Truſt : 
t I am found in Jesv's Hands, 
My Soul can ne'er be loſt. 


His Honour 1s engag'd to fave 
Ihe mcaneſt of his Sheep; 
All that his Heav'aly FATHER gave 
His Hands ſecurely keep. 


Nor Death nor Hell ſhall e'er remove, 
His Fav'rites from his Breaſt ; 

In the dear Boſom of his Love 
They muft for ever reſt, 


H Y M N CLXVI. S. M. p. 445 
CYyR1sT unſeen, yet beloved, 1 Pet. 1. 8. 


T OT with our mortal Eyes 
Have we beheld the Lonp, 


et we rejoice to hear his Name, 


And loye Him in his Word, 


On Earth we want the Sight - 
Of our REDEEMER's Face, 

Fer, LoRD, our inmoſt Thoughts delight, 
To dwell upon thy Grace, 


And when we taſte thy Love, 
Our Joys divinely grow 
Unſpeakable, like thoſe above, 
And Heay'n begins below. 


[147 J 
n Y M N CLXVII. c. M. p. 4 


The Covenant. 


UR Gop, how firm his Promiſe dauds! ? 
Ev'n when he hides his Face; 
He truſts in our REDEEMER's Hands 
His Glory, and his Grace! 


Then, why, my Soul, theſe ſad 8 
Since CHR sr and thou art one 2 

Thy Gop is faithful to his Saints, 
Is faithful to his Sox. 


Beneath his Smiles my Heart has liv'd, 
And part of Heav'n poſleſt ; 
I praiſe his Name for Grace receiv'd, 


And truſt Him for the reſt. 


HY MN CLXVII. 886. p. 45t 


Lamenting a hard Hearr. 


HAT ails this wretched Heart of Stone 
That will not let me make my Moan 
For Sin, nor love my Gop ! 
Come, Lok p, this ſtupid Frame deſtroy, 
And fill my Soul with Heav'nly Joy, 
And waſh me in thy Blood, 


Now, LokD, the dreadful Veil remove 
And ſhine with thy forgiving Love 
Into my darkſome Breaſt : 
I looſe my ſtamm'ring Tongue to ſing 
y Heav'nly Love, my Gop, my * 
"0 taſte thy People's Reſt, 
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HTMN CLXIX. C. M. p. 451 


Paſſing thro' Tribulation. 
N ev'ry Trouble ſharp a ſtrong, 
True Faith to JEsus flies, 
Its Anchor-hold'is firm in Him, 
When ſwelling Billows riſe. 


His Comforts bear our Spirits up 
We'd truſt a faithful Gop 
The fure Foundation of our Hope, 
Is in a SAv1OUR's Blood, 


Loud Hallelujahs ſing my Soul 
To thy REDEEMER's Name; 
In Joy, in Sorrow, Life and Death, 
His Love is ſtill the ſame. 


HYMN CLXX. C. M. 
Catholic Love; 


LEST be the dear uniting Grace 
That will not let us part ; 

Our Forms may differ, ſo our Place, 
We {till are join'd in Heart. 


in'd in one Spirit to our HEAD, 
W here He appoints we go ; 

And ftill in ]Esv's Footſteps tread, 
And do his Work below, 


O let us ever walk in Him, 

And Nothing know beſide ! 
Nothing deſire nor ought efteem 

But IEsus cruc ifyd.—1 Cor. 2.2. 
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Clofer and cloſer let us cleave 
To his belov'd Embrace: 


Out of his Fullneſs till receive, 
And plenteous Grace for Grace.“ 


HYMN CLXXI. S. M. p. 258 


Pſalm 103. 


Y Soul repeat his Praiſe, 
W hoſe Mercies are ſo great: 
hote Anger is fo ſlow to riſe, 
So ready to abate. 


High as the Heav'ns are raiſed 
Above the Ground we tread ; 
So far the Riches of his Grace; 
Our higheſt Thoughts exceed. 


The Pity of the Lord, 
To thoſe that fear his Name, 
Is ſuch as tender Parents feel; 
He knows our feeble Frame. 


Our Days are as the Graſs, —P/a. 90. 5. 


Or like the Morning Flow'r; _ 
If one ſharp Blaſt ſweep o'er the Field 
It withers in an Hour. 


But thy Compaſhons, LorD, 
To endleſs Years endure ; 


And Children's Children ever find Ex. 20, 6. 


Thy Word of Promiſe ſure, 


John 1. 16. 
1 


#, , 
HY M N CLXXII. 104th. p. 260 
Pſ. 93. Thankſgiving. 


EServants of Gor, your MasTER proclaim, 

And- publiſh abroad his wonderful Name; “ 
The Name all victorious of Jesvs extot ; 
His Kingdom 1s glorious, and rules over all. 


Gp ruleth on high, Almighty to fave ; 

And ſtill He is nigh, his — * we have: 
Ihe great Congregation his Triumph thall ſing, 
Aſcribing Salvation to I Es us our KING. 


Salvation to Gop, who fits on the Throne; 

Let all cry aloud, and honour the Sow ; | 
Our JEsvus's Praiſes the Angels proclaim, 

Fall down on their Faces, and worſhip the Lams. 


Then let us adore and give Him his Right, 

All Glory and Pow'r, and Wiſdom and Might ; 
All Honour and Bleſſing, with Angels above, 
And Thanks never ceaſing, and infinite Love. 


H Y MN CLXXIII. c. M. p. 261 


At Parting. 
HROUGH CunrisT when we together 
[ In Singleneſs of Heart, (came, 


We met, O jEsv, in thy Name, 
And in thy Name we part, 


| O ! may thy Srintr, Deareſt Loxn, 
Ins all our Travels, ftill 
Direct, and be our conſtant Guard, 
To Zion's Holy Hill. 

La. 9. 6. 
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O, what a joy ful Meeting there, 
Beyond theſe changing Shades? 
White are the Robes we all ſhall weary, 
And Crowns upon our Heads. | 


7 


Haſte, Lon p, and bring us to the Day 
When we ſhall dwell at Home: 

Come, O REepetmeEs, come away 
O, Jesvs, quickly come. 


HY M N CLXXIV. S. M. p. 26z 


CurisT's Commiſſion. 


AISE your triumphant Songs 
To an immortal Tune; 
Let the wide Earth reſound the Deeds. 
Celeſtial Grace has done. 


Sing how eternal Love 
Its Chief BELoveD choſe, 

And bid Him raiſe our wretched Race 
From their Abyſs of Woes. 


His Hand no Thunder bears, 
No Terror cloathes his Brow ; 
No Bolts to drive our guilty Souls 
To fiercer Flames below. 


"Twas Mercy fill'd the Throne, 
And Wrath ſtood filent by, 

When CHnRisT was ſent with Pardons down 
To Rebels doom'd to die. 


Now, Sinners, dry your Tears, 

Let hopeleſs Sorrow ceaſe ; 
Bow to the Sceptre of his Love, 

And take the ofter'd Peace. 
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May we obey the Call 
And lay an humble Claim 
To the Salvation He hath brought, 
And love and praiſe his Name ! 


HY M N CLXXV. C. M. p. 230 


INVITATION. 


INNERS attend, attend, I pray, 
And hear the Goſpel Word ; 

Regard your Viſitation Day, 

And entertain your LoRD. - 


—— = . D ----.+- \ 
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He calls unto the Sons of Men, 
His offer'd Grace to prove, 

That they in ſeeking may attain 

Repentance, Faith, and Love. 


His Arms are open to receive 

Whoever to Him flies; 

Pardon and preſent Peace to give, 
And Love that never dies. 


Jesus, our PRoPHET, PRIEST, and KinG, 

Thou Friend of Sinners, come; | 
Deſcend, Kind ComrorTER, and bring 
The great Salvation down, 


H Y M N CLXXVI. C. M. p. 218 


Free Grace. 


REE-GR ACE to ev'ry Heav'n- born Soul, 
Will be their conſtant Theme; 


ng as eternal Ages roll, 


They'll ſtill adore. the LAMB. 


EAT 
Free-Grace alone can wipe the Tears 
From our lamenting Eyes; 
Can raiſe our Souls from guilty Fears 
To Joy that never dies, 


Free-Grace can Death itſelf out- brave 
And take it's Sting away: ? 
Can Souls unto the utmoſt ſave, 
And them to Heav'n convey. 


Our SAaviouk by Free-Grace alone 
His Building {hall complete; 


With Shouting bring forth the Head-ſtone 
Crying, Grace, Grace to it, 


May I be found a Living Stone 
In Salem's Streets: above, 

And help to fing before the Throne, 
Free- Dh and Dying Love. 


H Y M N CEXXVII. 8s. p. 216 


DESERTION. 


WAY my unbelieving Fear ! 
A Fear ſhall in me no-more take Place ; 
SAVIOUR doth not yet appear, 
He hides the Brightneſs of his Face: * 
But ſhall I therefore let Him go, 

And baſely to the Fempter yield ? 
No, in the Strength of Jesus, na ! 

I never will give up my Shield. 


Altho' the Vine it's: Fruit deny, —Hab. 3. 13. 
Altho' the Olive yield no, Oil, 
The with'ring Fig- Free droop and die, 
The Field ud the Tiller's Toll ; 
J. 8. 17. 


. 

The empty Stall no Herd afford, 
And periſh all the bleating Race ; 

Yet will I triumph in the Lonp, 
The Gop of my Salvation praiſe. 


Barren altho* my Soul remain, 
And not one Bud of Grace appear, 
No Fruit of all my Foil and Pain, 
But Sin and only Sin is here ; 
Altho' my Gifts and Comfort loſt, 
My blooming Hopes cut off I ice, 
Yet will Jin my Sv ioun truſt, 
And Glory, that He died for me. 


In Hope believing againſt Hope, — Rom. 4. 18. 
JEsus my Loxp and Gop I claim, 
Jesvs my Strength ſhall lift me up, 
Salvation is in JIꝝsv's Name: 
To me He ſoon ſhall bring it nigh, 
My Soul ſhall then outſtrip the Wind 
On Wings of Love mount up on high, 
And leave the World and Sin behind. 


HY MN CLXXVIII 886 p. 214 
. The Second Advent. 


H! when my Righteous Jupox ſhall come, 
To fetch his ranſom'd People Home, 
Shall I among them ſtand ! 
Shall ſuch a worthleſs Worm as I, 
So finful and unfit to die, 
Be found at tiy Right Hand? 


I love to meet among them now, 
Before ]EHov an's Feet to bow 
Tho viler than them all: 


| 


in 
But who can bear the pierci ng Thought? 
What if my Name ſhould be left out 
When He for them ſhall call 


Dear Lord prevent it by thy Grace, 
Oh ! let me fee thy ſmiling Face 
In'this my gracious Jay 5 js 
Thy pard'ning Voice Oh] let me hear 
To ſtill my unbelieving Fear 
Nor let me fall away! 


Among thy Saints let me be found 
Whene'er th' Archangel's Trump ſhall found, 
To ſee thy ſmiling Face: 
Then loudeſt of the Croud I'll ſing 
Till Heav'ns reſounding Manſions rin 
The Riches of thy Grace. 


HYMN CLXXIX. S.M. p. 423 


Funeral Hymn, 


HE Spirits of the Juſt, 
Confin'd in Bodies, groan ; 
Till Death conſigns the Corpſe to Duſt, 
And then the Conflict's done. 


Jesvs, who came to ſave, 
The Lams for Sinners ſlain, 
Perfum'd the Chambers of the Grave: 


And made ev'n Death our Gain, 


be fear we then to truſt 
he Place where JEsus lay? 
In Quiet reſts our Brother's Duſt - 


And thus it ſeems to fay : 


>... 

„ Forbear, my Friends, to weep ; 
„Since Death has loſt its Sting: 

Il „ Thoſe Chriſtians, that in Jesus ſleep, | 

% Our Gop will with Him bring.“ 


H Y MN CLXXX. C. M. p. 426 
The ſame. 


HY do we mourn departing Friends 
Or ſhake at Death's Alarms? 
Tis but the Voice that IESAus ſends 
To call them to his Arms. 


Are we not tending upward too, 
As faſt as Time can move? | 
Why ſhould we wiſh the Hours more flaw 
That keep us from our Love ? 


Why ſhould we tremble to convey 
Their Bodies to the Tomb? 

There the dear Fleſh of JIxsus lav, 
And left a ſweet Perfume 


The Grave of all his Saints He bleſt, 
And ſoften'd every Bed; 

Where ſhould the dying Members reſt, + 
But with their dying Heap ? 


Thence He aroſe, aſcending high, 
And ſhew'd our Feet the Way; 

Up to the Loxp our Fleſh ſhall fly 
At the great riſing Day. 


Then let us, who in CHRIST believe, 
With Saints and Angels join; 
Glory, and Praiſe, ancf Bleffing give, 
And Thanks to Grace divine. 
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H Y MN CLXXXI. 8s. p. 424 
The heavenly Purſuit. 


TRANGERS and Sojourners below, 
8 We travel through this Wilderneſs ; 
Seeking the promis'd Reſt to know 

In CHRIST the Fountain of true Bliſs ; © 
We ſeek a Place beyond the Skies, 
An everlaſting Paradiſe, 


In this Purſuit we ſtand in need 
Of daily freſh Supplies of Grace ; | 
Our Souls with Manna CHRIST muſt feed, 
While we his leading Footſteps trace : 
So ſhall each Pilgrim gladly move-#Þ6, 11. 13. 
Onward unto his Home above. | 


No earthly Blifs is worth dur Stay, 
Or ſtruggle for another Breath ; 
Theſe Comforts vaniſh and decay, 
And yield no folid Joy in Death : 
While others vain Delights purſue, 
We taſte Gop's Love for ever new. — Rom. 5. 5. 


His Croſs inflicts the deadly Blow, 
And crucifies each rebel Sin; 
Peace, Love, and Joy, hence richly flow, 
And cauſe ſweet Melody within: 
Dependent on the Gop of Pow'r, 
We glory in a ſuff'ring Hour. 


The new Peruſalem appears, 

Her kc reflect ſhine, —Rev. 7. g. 
For Gop hath wip'd away their Tears, 

And filPd them with the Life divine: 
With them we ſhall his Glory ſee, 
And praiſe Him 9 Eternity. 
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H Y M N CLXXXII c. M. p.422 
SUBMISSION. 
AKED as from the Earth we came 


N And crept to Life at firſt, 
e to the Earth return again, 


And mingle with our Duſt, 


The dear Delights we here enjoy 
And fondly call our own, . 

Are but ſhort Favors borrow'd now, 

To be repaid anon, 


Tis Gop that lifts aur Comforts hugh 
Or ſinks them to the Grave, 

He gives, and (bleſſed be his Name ) 

Hie takes but what He gave. 


Peace all our angry Paſſions then, 
Let each rebellious Sigh 

Be ſilent at his Sov'reign Will, 
And ev'ry Murmur die. 


If ſmiling Mercy crown our Lives, 
Its Praiſes ſhall be ſpread, 

And we'll adore en by = too 
That ſtrikes our Comforts dead. 


HY M N CLXXXIII. S. M. p. 403 


Patient ſpotleſs LaMs, 

My Heart in Patience keep, - 
Jo bear the Croſs ſo eaſy made, 
By wounding Thee ſo deep. 
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Bring me, my SHEPHERD, where 
Thy choiceſt Flocks abide. 


From wand'ring ſave my fooliſh Heart, 
And keep it near thy Side, 


My Frrexp Thou haſt enough 
My Miſery to reheve : 
Tho” Sin and Guilt oppreſs me fore, 
The Balm is Thine to give. 


Do Thou, my All, unite 
My Heart ſo firm to Thee, 

That ev'ry where, and at all Times 
Thy Leve my All may be. 


HYMN CLXXXIV. 886. p. 290 
Salvation finiſhed. 


7 IS fimſh'd,” the RRDEEMER ſaid, | 
And meekly bow'd his dying Head 
wond'rous loving Pain: Jobn 19. 30. 
Come Sinners, and mark well the Word ; 
There view the Conqueſts of our Loxp, 
Complete for helpleſs Man. 


Finiſb'd the Righteouſneſs. of Grace, 

Finiſbd the Pain that bought our Peace 
The Sinner's Debt is paid: | 

Accuſing Law caneell'd by Blood, 

And Wrath of an offended Gop ö 
In ſweet Oblivion laid. — Jer. 31. 34. 


Who now ſhall urge a ſecond Claim? 
The Law no longer can condemn, 


Faith a Releate can ſhew: Rom. 8. 34. 


O Unbelief, injurious Bar! 


HIMN CLXXXV. C. M. p. 286 


5 1 


Tuftice itſelf a Friend appears, 
The Priſon-Houſe a Whiſper hears, 
Looſe him, and let him go. — Jobn 11. 44 


Source of tormenting fruitleſs Fear, 
Why doſt thou yet reply ? 

Where'er thy loud Objections fall, 

"Tis finiſhed, ſtill may anſwer all, 
And ſilence ev'ry Cry. 


Patience of Goo. 


ND are we Wretches yet alive? 
And do we yet rebel 3 

is boundleſs, *tis amazing Love, 

That bears us up from Hell. | 


The Burden of our weighty Guilt 
Would fink us down to Flames, 

And threat'ning Vengeance rolls above, 
To cruſh our feeble Frames. 


Almighty Goodneſs cries, forbear, 
And ſtrait the Thunder ſtays : 

And dare we now provoke his Wrath, 
And weary out his Grace? 


Lokp, we have long abus'd thy Love, 
Too long mdulg dur Sin; 

Oh that our Hearts may bleed to ſee 
What Rebels we have been! 


No more, our Luſts, may ye command, 
No more may we obey! ! 

Stretch out, O Gon, thy conqu' ring Hand, 
And drive thy Foes away. | 
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HYMN CLXXXVI. 6.8. p. 288 


New YEAR. 


reigns enthron'd'on high 
ANCIENT of-endleſs Da 
Who lengthens out our Trial he here, 
Anil ſpares us- yet another Year. 


Barren and wither'd Trees, 


We cumber'd lon ng the Ground, 


No Fruit-of Holine 
On our dead Souls was found ;. 


Yet doth He us in Mercy ſpare, 


Another, and another Year. 5 


When Juſtice bar'd the Sword 
To cut the Fig-Tree down, 
The Pity of our -LoRD: 
. Cry'd, let it ſtill alone. 
The FAT HER mild inclines his Ear, 
And ſpares us yet another Year. 


Insus, thy ſpeaking Blood 


From Gon: obtained the Grace, 


Who therefore hath beſtow'd 
On us a longer Space: 
Thou didſt in our Behalf appear, 

And lo, we ſee. another Tear 4 


Then dig about our Root,” 


Break up our fallow Ground, Ir. 4 3 


And let ſome gracious Fruit 
To thy great Praiſe abound: 
O let us all thy Praiſe declare, 
And Fri ruit unto thy — bear K. 


O 3 


T5 Logy of Earth and Sky, 
The Gop of Ages praiſe, 
Who 


+ 8 
. 


Y 
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HYMN CEXXXVII. C. M. p.383 
Mercy's Feaſt. = 

E wretched, hungry, ſtarving Por- 


Behold a Royal Feaſt ! 
Where Mercy ſpreads her bounteous Store 


For ev'ry welcome Gueſt, 


See, Jesvs ſtands with open Arms; 
He calls, he bids you come: 

Guilt holds you back, and fear alarms 5 
But tee, there yet is Roome—Luke 14. 22. 


Room in the Sav1ovur's bleeding Heart, 
Where Love and Pity meet ; | 
He'll never bid the Soul depart, 
That trembles at his Feet. 


In Him the FaTrneR, reconcil'd, 
Invites the Souls to come; 

The Rebel ſhall be call'd a Child, 
And kindly welcom'd Home. 


O come, and with his Children taſte 
The Bletkngs of his Love; a 
While Hope attends the ſweet repaſt 

Of nobler Joys above. 


There, with united Heart and Voice, 
Before th' Eternal Throne, | 

Ten thouſand, thouſand Souls rejoice,, 
In Extaſies unknown, 


Ten thouſand times, ten thouſand 'more- 


Are welcome {ſtill to come; 
Ye longing Souls the Grace adore 5 
Approach, there yet is Room. 
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HTMNCLXXXVII. C. M. p. 384 
The Fountain opened. 


HERE is a Fountain fild with Blood, 
Drawn from IMMANUEL's Veins-;: 
And Sinners plung'd beneath that Flood, 
Looſe all their guilty Stains, 


The dying Thief rejoic'd to ſee 
That Fountain in his Day, 
And there have I, as vile as he,, 
Waſted all my Sins away 


Dear dying Lams, thy precious Blood 

Shall never loſe its Pow'r, 

Till all the ranſom'd Church. of Gop,, 
Be ſav'd to fin no- more. 


Fer ſince by Faith I ſaw. the Stream, 
Thy flowing Wounds ſupply, 

Redeeming Love has been my Theme, 
And ſhall be *till I die. | 


Then in a nobler ſweeter Song, 
I'll ſing thy Pow'r to ſave, 

When this poor liſping ſtammering Tongue 
Lies ſilent in the Grave. 


Lok p I believe Thou haſt prepar'd' 
(Unworthy tho” I be) 

For me a Blood-bought free Reward, 
A golden Harp for me Rev. 5. 8. 


Tis ſtrung and»tug'd for endleſs Years 
And form'd by Pow'r divine, 
To ſound in Gop the FaTHER's Ears, 


No other Name but. Thine.. 


g | 4 


HY M N CLXXXIX. 104th. p. 455 
All hail Holy Jzsvs ! 


UR Shepherd alone, =P 
The Lonp let us bleſs, 
W ho reigns on the Throne 
The Prince of our Peace ;+ 
Who evermore faves us 
By ſhedding his Blood; 
All hail, holy Jzsus, 
Our LoxpD and our Gop ! 


We daily will fing, 

Thy "Bae thy. Praiſe, 
Thou merciful Spring 

Of Pity and Grace :: | 
Thy Kindneſs for ever 3 

To Men we will tell: 4 

And ſay, our dear Sa viouR 

Redeems us from Hell. 


Preſerve us in Love, 
While here we abide ;. 
Nor ever remove, 
Nor cover, nor hige 
Thy glorious Salvation, 
Il joyful we ſee 
The beautiful Viſion 
Compleated in Thee. 


9 23. f Ex. 34+ 23» 24 
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HYMN CXC. L. M. p. 442 
The Joyful Day. 


TF ONG did I ſeek with troubled Mind, 

A thouſand wy the Lond to find; 
At length I came to Calvary, 
And found Him bleeding there for me. 


O precious Blood ! O Blood divine ! 
Which, by Gop's Gift, is freely mine! 
By Faith receiy*d, O joyful Day 

It took my Guilt and Fears away. 


HYMN CXCI. 8 7. p.g80 
The Efficacy of Crr1sT*'s Blood. 
OTHING but thy Blood, O Jzsvs, 


Can relieve us from our Smart ; 
othing elſe from Guilt releaſe us: 
Nothing elſe can melt the Heart. 


Law and Terrors do but harden, —Rerm. 4. 1 fa. 
All the while they work alone ; 

But a Senſe of Blood-vought Pardon 
Soon diſſolves a Heart of Stone. 


Jesus, all our Conſolations 
Flow from THEE the Soy*RETGN Goo. 

Love, and Faith, and Hope, and Patience, 
Peace and Pardon thro? thy Blood. 


From thy Fulneſs we receive them; 
We have Nothing of our own : 
Freely Thou delight'ſt to give them; 
To the Needy, who have noue.. 
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Teach us, by thy patient SPIRIT, 
How to mourn, and not deſpair. 

May we, leaning on thy Merit, 
Wreſile hard with Gop in Pray'r. 


Whatſoe'er Afflict ions ſeize uus | 
They ſhall profit, if not pleaſe :- Rom. 8. 28. 
But defend, defend us, IESUs, 
From Security and Eaſe.— Amos 6. 1. 


HYMN CXCIE 75. p. 300 
The Chriſtian Triumph. | 
ONS of Gop, triumphant riſe, 
Shout th* accompliſh'd Sacrifice ; 
Shout your Sins in CHRIST forgiv'n, 


Sons of Gop, and Heirs of Heav'n.. 


Saints that now to CHRIST belong, 
Liſt'ning Angels join the Song; 

Sing with us, ye Heav'nly Powers, 2 
Pardon, Grace and Glory ours! 


Eove's myſſerious Work is done; 
Greet we now th' atoning Son, 

Heal'd and quicken'd by his Blood, 
Join'd to CHRIST and one with Gop.“ 


CHRIST, of all our Hopes the Seal, 
Peace Divine in- CHRIST we feel, 
Pardon to our Souls applied, 

Dead for you, for me He died. 


CHRIST by Faith we taſte below, 
Mightier Joys ordain'd to know, 
When his utmoſt Grace we prove, 
Riſe to Heaven in perfect Love. 

* Rom. 8. 17. 
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HYM N CXCIIL. 886. p. 302 
Log p's Dar. | 


ELCOME bleſt Day of ſweet Repoſe, 
Whereon the Sow of Gop arofe, . 
And chac'd away our Fear ;— Mark 16. 6. 
The Day that God hath ſet apart, 
To gladen every troubled Heart: 
And dry up every Tear. — Rev. 1. 10. 


Welcome bleft Day of ſolemn Joy, 

And Pleaſure that can never cloy, 
Eternal Life begun: 

Let all in Earth and Heav'n record, 

The Glories of their riſen Lord ; 
The Wonders He hath done ! 


This is the Day the Lok hath made, 
Rejoice and he exceeding glad, + 
Ye dear peculiar Race ; 
Exalt Him with a Heart fincere, 
His boundleſs Power and Sway revere, 
And triumph in his Grace. 


Your every Action, Word and Thought, 
Vour Life, your All, to Him devote, 
Who bought you with his Blood; 
Let Him your great Exemplar be, 
And loudly ſhout, 'tis He !—tis He. 
Redeem'd us unto Gop !—Rev, 5. 9. 
alletujah, | 


* 
* 


+ Ef. 118, 24+ 
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HYMN CXCIV. 8 7. p. 374 


IMMANUEL's Praiſe. 


AIL Thou once deſpiſed Ixsus ! * 
Hail Thou Galilean KING, 
] 


10 didſt ſuffer to releaſe us, 
Who didft free Salvation bring : 
Hail Thou precious precious SA v 1O0UR, 
Who haſt borne our Sin and Same; 
By whoſe Merit we find Fayour, 
Life is given thro' thy Name ! 


Paſchal Laws, by Gon appointed,-1 Cor. 5. 7. 
All our Sins were on Thee laid: 
By Almighty Love anointed, 
Thou Raft full Atonement made. 
Ev'ry Sin may be forgiven, 
hrough the Virtue of thy Blood ! 
Open'd is the Gate of Heaven, — Mic. 2. 13, 
Peace is made twixt Man and Gop. 


Jesvs hail ! enthron'd in Glory, 
There for ever to abide, 

All the heav'nly Hoſts adore Thee, 

' Seated at thy FATHER's Side: 
' | There for Sinners Thou art pleading, 
1} « Spare them yet another Year ;” 
1 T hou for Saints art interceding, 

| Till in Glory they appear. 


Worſhip, Honour, Pow'r and Bleſſing 
CRRISH is worthy. to receive, 

Loudeſt Praiſes, without ceaſingy 
Meet it is for us to give: | 


La. 53. 3. 
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Help, ye bright Angelic Spirits, 
Bring your ſweeteſt, nobleſt Lays: 


= to ſing our Jesv's Merits, © 
elp to chaunt IMMANUEL's Praiſe ! 


| 4 
HYMN CXCV. 678. p. 376 
The Friend of Sinners. 


OD of my Salvation hear, 
And help me to believe; 
Simply do I now draw near, 
Thy Bleſſing to receive: 
Full of Guilt alas! Jamg 
But to thy Wounds for Refuge flee : 
Friend Y Sinners, ſpotleſs Lams, 
Thy Blood was ſhed for me ! 


Nothing have I, Lonn, to pay, 
Nor can thy Grace procure ; 
Empty ſend me not away, 
For I, Thou know'ſt, am poor; 
Duſt and Aſhes is my Name, 
My all is Sin and Miſery ; 
Friend 7 Sinners, ſpotleſs LAMB, 
Thy Blood was ſhed for me J 


Without Money, without. Price, 
I come thy Love to buy : 
From myſelt I turn my Eyes 
The chief of Sinners J. 
Take, O take me as I am, 
And let me loſe myſelf in Thee: 
Friend 7 Sinners, ſpatleſs LA MB, 
Thy Blood was ſhed for me. 


P 
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H YM N CXCVI. Lt. M. p. 371 


To the Tzinirty. 


FATHER of Heaven ! be ever ador'd : 

Thy Mercy we find in ſending our LoRDp 
Jo ranſom and bleſs us; thy Goodneſs we praiſe 
For ſending in IEsus, Salvation by Grace. 


O So of his Love ! who deignedſt to die, 
Our Curſe to remove, our Pardon to buy ; 
Accept our T hankſgiving, Almighty to fave, 
Who openeſt Heaven to all that believe. 


O Sy1R1T of Love, of Health, and of Pow'r! 
Thy Working we prove, thy Grace we adore ; 
Whoſe inward revealing applies our Lok p's 

(Blood, 


BY /:1:/irg and ſaling us Children of Gop. “ 
IH Y M N CXCVIL L. M. p. 360 


Love immenſe, unſearchable. 


Come, Thou wounded LAMB of Gop! 
Come waſh us in thy cleanſing Blood; 
Give us to know thy Love, then Pain 
Is ſweet, and Life or Death is Gain. & 


Take our poor Hearts, and let them be 

For ever clos'd to all but Thee : 

Seal T hou our Breaſts and let us wear 
That Pledge ot Love for ever there ! || 


How can it be, Thou Heav*nly KING, 
That Thou thouldſt Man to Gizey bring ! 
Make Slaves the Partners of thy Throne, 
Deck'd with a never fading Crown! 

ob. 1. 13. +Rev. 1. 5. {I Phil. 1. 21. 

| || Eh. 4. 30. 
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O Lok p, enlarge our ſcanty Thought, 
To know the Wonders Thou haſt wrought: 


Unlooſe our ſtamm'ring Fongues to tell“ 
Thy Love immenſe, unſearchable! 


Firſt- born of many Brethren, Thou, 

To Thee both Earth and Heav'a muſt bow; 
Help us to Thee our All to give, 

Thine may we dic, Thine may we live ! 


HYMN CXCVIII. C. M. p. 409 


Conſtraining Love. 2 Cor. 5. 14. 
V blefled Sav1ouR, is thy Love 


So great, ſo full, to free? 
Oh let me give my Love, my Heart, 
My Life, my All to Thee 


I love Thee for that glorious Worth 
In thy Great Self 1 ſee : | 

J love Thee for that ſhameful Croſs 
Thou haſt endur'd for me. 


No Man of greater Love can boaſt Ram. 5. 8. 
Than for his FRIEND to die: 

But for thy Foes, Lox o, Thou waſt ſlain ; 
What Love with Thine can vie ? 


Tho! in the very Form of Gop, — Col. 2. 9. 
With Heavenly Glory crown'd, 

Thou wouldſt partake of human Fleſh, 
Befet with Troubles round, 


Like Thee in Faith, in Meekneſs, Love, 


In ev'ry beauteous Grace; 
From Glory into Glory chang d. —2 Cor. 3. 13. 
May we behold thy Face! | 


Ia. 32. 4. 1 Rom. 8. 29» 


on] 
HYMN CXCIX. 98. p. 396 
Myſterious Love.“ 


H ! how glorious 1s that we ape 
O Into which the Angels look and pry! 
Who can tell the Heighth and Depth 
Know the utmoſt Length and Breadth, 
Of that Love which forc'd the LA MB to die? 


We are Learners in the School of Grace; 


Feeling ſomething of the Blood- bought Peace; 


Though 'ꝛ'tis little that we know 
Of the SAviouR here below, 
Yet we ſoon ſhall ſee Hun Face to Face, 


Oh! what Raptures then ſhall fill each Tongue, 
When our Hearts with Gladneſs join in one, 
To ſing Glory to the Name 
Of the worthy flaughtcr'd Lams ; 
And his Grace with T hankfulneſs to own ! 


Then the SAviouR ſhall Himſelf diſplay, 

And his Perſon ſhall ſuch Pow'r convey, 
That our poor Souls muſt leave their Droſs, 
Purg'd by Virtue of his Croſs. 

And ſpring forth into Eternal Day. 


HXMMN CC. 88. p. 413 


To Gop incarnate, 


ESUS, we claim Thee for our own : 
Our Kinfman, near ally'd in Blood : 


Fleſh of our Fleſh, Bone of our Bone, 


The Son of Man, the Sox of Gop :* 
And lo! we lay us at thy Feet, 
Our Sentence from thy Mouth to meet. 
Epb. 5. 30. 
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Partaker of my Fleſh below, 
To Thee, O Jesvs, I apply; 

Thou wilt thy poor Relations know, 
Thou never can'ſt Thyſelf deny,“ 


Exclude me from thy guardian Care, 
Or {light a ſinful Beggar's Pray'r 


Thee, SAvIOUR, in my greateſt Need, 
[ truſt my greateſt FRIEND to prove; 

Now o'er thy meaneſt Servant ſpread, 
The Skirt of thy Redeeming Love,+ 

Under thy Wings protecting take, 

And fave me for thy Mercies' Sake. 


Haſt Thou not undertook my Cauſe, 
LoRp over all, to Worms ally'd 2 
Anſwer me from that bleeding Groſs, 
Demand thy dearly-ranſom'd Bride: & 
And let my Soul betroth'd to Thee, 
Thine, wholly Thine for ever be! 


HYMN CCI L. M. p. 420 
The Robe of Righteouſneſs, 


ESU, thy Blood and Righteouſneſs } 
My Beauty are, my glorious Dreſs ; 
Micdlſt flaming Worlds, in theſe array'd, 
With Joy ſhall I lift up my Head. 


When from the Duſt of Earth I riſe, 
To claim my Manſion in the Skies; 
Ev'n then ſhall this be all my Plea, 
* JEsUs hath liv'd, hath dy'd for me.” 


2 Tim. 2. 13. + Ex. 16. 8. J Rev.21.% 
{| Hof. 2. 20. 1 La. 61. 10. 
P 3 
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Bold ſhall I ſtand in that great Day, 
For who ought to my Charge ſhall lay ? 


Fully thro' Thee abſolv'd Lam, 
From Sin and Fear, from Guilt and Shame. 


Thus Abraham the Friend of Gop, 
'Thus all the Armies bought with Blood, 
SAVIOUR of Sinners Thee proclaim, 
Sinners, of whom the Chief I am. 


This ſeamleſs Robe the ſame appears, 
When ruin'd Nature ſinks in * cars, 
No Age can change its glorious Hue, 
Tis ever ſpotleſs, ever new. 


Nothing, whereof to boaſt we have 
All, All, thy Mercy freely gave 
Our Beauty this, our glorious Dreſs, 
Tesvs the LorD our Righteouſneſ; g 


een. L. Mu. p. 3. 


Self- reſignation. 


AJ Soul before Thee proſtrate lies, 

To Thee her Source, my Spirit flies ; 
O let thy chearing Countnance ſhine 

On this poor mournful Heart of mine ! * 


Jrsus! vouchſafe my Heart and Will 
With thy meek Lowlineſs to fill; 
Break Nature's Bonds, and let me ſee + 
That whom Thou free'ſt indeed js free. 


My Heart in Thee, and in thy Ways 
Delights, yet from thy Preſence ſtrays : 
My Mind would deeper fink in Thee, 
My Foot ſtand firm, from wand'ring free. 


OS 


n 


Rom. 8. 33. P/a, 4. 6. + Jobn8. 36. 
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All my own Schemes and Self-Defign 

I to thy better Will refign ; 

Impreſs this deeply on my Breaſt, 

That Pm in Thee already bleſt —Fobn 17.23, 


So ev'n in Storms I Thee ſhall find 
My ſure Support, my Guardian kind; 
And I from Age to Age ſhall prove 
That Gop in CHRIST is perfect Love. 9 


HYMN CCII. C. M. p. 236 


ATHER, I ſtretch mine Hands to Thee, 
No other Help I know : : 
It Thou withdraw Thyſelf from me, 
Ah! whither ſhall I go? 


What did thine only Sox endure, 
Before I drew my Breath ! 

What Pain, what Labour, to ſecure 
My Soul from endleſs Death ! 


O JEs̃u! could I this believe, 
I now ſhould feel thy Pow'r ; 

Now my poor Soul Thou wouldſt retrieve, 
Nor let me wait one Hour. 


AvuTHoR of Faith to Thee] lift Heb. 12. 2. 
My weary longing Eyes ; 

O let me now receive that Gift / 
My Soul without it dies. 


Short Hymns after SERMON. 


HY MN COTF. MC 


HIS Gop is the Gop we adore, + 
Our faithful Unchangeable Friend : 
Whoſe Love is as great as his Pow'r, 
And neither knows Meaſure nor End, 
$1 Jebn 4. 16. + Heb. 13. 8, 
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*Tis JEsvs, the Fir, and the Laſt, 
Whoſe SpIRIT ſhall guide us ſafe Home ; 


We'll praiſe Him for all that is paſt, 
And truſt Him for all that's to come. 


HTMN Ce. L. M. 
F is all that dwell below the Skies, d 
Let the CREAToOR's Praiſe ariſe ! 
et the REDEEMER's Name be ſung, 
Thro' ev'ry Land, by ev'ry Tongue. 


Eternal are thy Mercies, Lok, 

Eternal Truth attends thy Word: 
Thy Praiſe ſhall ſound from Shore to Shore, 
Till Suns ſhall riſe and ſet no more! 


HY MN. CCVI. Sr. BE. 


F Tesvs is yours 
ou have a true Friend, 
His Goodneſs endures - 
The ſame tg the End. 
Your Tempers may vary, 
Your Comforts decline, 
You cannot miſcarry, 


Your Aid is Divine. 


5 x.MN CCVIL. C. M. 

HE Gop, of Mercy be ador'd, 
ho calls our Souls from Death; 

W ho ſaves by his redeeming Werd, 

And new- creating Breath. 


To praiſe the FATHER and the Sox, 
And SPIRIT, all divine, 
The OxE in 1HREE, and ThREE in Ox, 
Let Saints and Angels join. 
$ P/a. 150. 6. 
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H Y M N CCVIIL 


EJOICE, ye Heav'ns, and Earth reply, 
R ith Praiſe, ye Sinners, fill the Sky, 
All Grace CuRIST's Death procures ; 
Your Woes for Bleſſings are —_ 
Fulneſs of Love in CHRIST regain'd, 
Eternal Life 1s yours. 


HYMN CCIX.-S. M. 


NCE more before we part, 
We'll bleſs the S Av 1ouR's Name, 
Record his Mercies ev'ry Heart; 
Sing, ev'ry Tongue, the ſame, 


Lay up his ſacred Word, 
To feed thereon, and grow. 
Go on to ſeek to know the Lorn, 
And Practiſe what you know. 


HYMN CCE. 4% p. 404 


HE Lorp hath ſworn, and cannot lye, 
With Corn and Wine He will ſupply 
His Choſen in their Need ; | 
The Paſchal Lams is their Repaſt, 
A Stranger therefore cannot tafte, 
Nor on the Manna feed. 


Renew'd in Strength, we never tire, 

But ſtill his boundleſs Love admire, 
And his Example trace: 

The Goſpel-Lamp ſhall light us on, 

Until our Warfare here be done, 


And ſiniſh'd by his Grace. 
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HY MN CCXE. 


\[SMISS us with thy Bleſſing, Lok p, 
Help us to feed upon thy Word ; 
What Thou haſt ſeen amiſs forgive: 
May CnRIST the Truth within us live þ 


Tho' we are guilty, Thou art good, 
Waſh all our Works in IEsu's Blood; 
Give ev'ry fetter'd Soul releaſe, 


And bid us all depart in Peace. 
HYMN CcxlI. S. M. 


OSANNA to the Sox 
H Of David and of Gop. ! 
ho brought the News of Pardon down, 
And bought | it with his Blood, 


To CRRIST, th! anointed KinG, 
Be endleſs Bleſſings giv'n ; 

Let the whole Earth his Glory fing, 
Who made our Peace with Heav'n. 


Then let our Songs abound, 
And ev'ry Tear be dry ; 

We're marching thro! IMMAnuEL's Ground, 
To fairer Worlds en high. 


HYMN CCXIIL C. M. 


O GREAT REDEEMER of Mankind, 
We praiſe thy holy Name; 

Thy tender . while Lite ſhall laſt, 
We'll to the World proclaim. 


To Heavn we raiſe a par, Ay Thought, 


And want thy Face to lee ; 
To quit this Tenement of Clay, 
And dwell, Dear Loxp, with Thee, 
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DOXOLOGIES. 
8 6; 


O FartarzR, Sox, and HoLy Gurosr, 


Be Praiſe amidſt the Heav'nly Hoſt, 
And in the Church below ; 
From whom all Creatures draw their Birth, 
By whom Redemption bleſt the Earth, 
From whom all Comforts flow. 


To the Trinity. 6s. 
ATHER, Son, and HoLy Ghost, 


One Gop, whom we adore ; 
Join we with the Heav'nly Hoſt 
To praiſe Thee evermore : 


Live, by Heav'n and Earth ador'd, 
THREE in ONE, and ONE in THREE; 
Holy, Holy, Holy Loxp, - 
All Glory be to Thee. 


$5, 


O Gop who reigns enthron'd on high, 
| To his dear Son, who deign'd to die, 
ur Guilt and Miſery to remove, 
To the bleſt Spix' r who Life imparts, 
Who rules in all belizving Hearts, 
Be endleſs Glory, Praiſe and Love. 


C. M. 


O FATHER, Sow and HoLy Gos, 
One Gop whom we adore ; 

Be Glory as it was, is now 

And {hall be evermore. 


ING we to our Gop above 
Praiſe Eternal as his Love : 

Praiſe Him all ye Heav'nly Hoſt 

FATHER, SoN and HoLY GHosT. 


O Gop the FaTHER's Throne 
tual Honours raiſe ; 


Pe 


Glory to 8 
To Gop the SPIRIT Praiſe 

With all our Powers Eternal KING 

Thy Name we ſing, while Faith adores. 


ATHER, Sox and Holy Grosr 
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78. 
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r 
3 the So, 


7s. 


ONE in TRREE, and THREE in ONE 


As by the Celeſtial Hoft 

Will on Earth be done: 
Praiſe by all to Thee be giv'n 

Glorious LoRD of Earth and Heay'n ! 


Let thy 


IVE Glory 


* 


Io4th. 
to Gop, ye Children of Men, 
And publiſh abroad again and again 

The Son's Glorious Merit, 
The FATHER's Free-Grace, 
The Gitt of the Sp1RIT 
To Adam's loſt Race. 


LM. 


R aist Gop, from whom all Bleſſings flow, 
Praiſe Him all Creatures here below ; 
aiſe Him above, ye Heav'nly Hoſt, 


Praiſe FATHER, Sor, and HoLyY GHOST. 


EP 
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E 


FOR THE 


LORD's SUPPER. 


HYMN CCXIV. L. M. p. 350 


HE Croſs the Croſs ] O that's my Gain, * 
Becauſe on that the Lams was ſlain ; 
*T'was there my LorD was crucified ; 
*T was there my SAv10UR for me died. 


What wond'rous Cauſe could move thy Heart, 
To take on Thee my Curie and Smart; 

Well knowing that my Soul would be 

So cold, fo negligent of Thee? 


The Cauſe was Love, I fink with Shame, 
Before my ſacred Ixsu's Name; 

That Thou ſhouldſt bleed and ſlaughter'd be; 
Becauſe becauſe Thou lovedſt me ! 


HT MN CCXY. I. p88 
Janis with Guilt, Sinners, ariſe, | 


And view the bleeding Sacrifice ; 
ach purple Drop proclaims there's Room, 
And bids the Poor and Needy come.+ 


% 


Beneath his People's Crimes He ſtood, 
Sign'd their Acquittances in Blood : 
Hercin God's Juſtice is appeas'd ; 
Sinners look up and be releas'd. 

® Col. 1. 20. + Luke 14. 22. 
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Mercy, Truth, Peace, and Righteouſneſs, “ 
Beam from the Reconciler's Face; 

Here look till Love diſſolve your Heart, 
And bid your ilavith Fears depart. 


Oh! quit the World's deluſive Charms, 
And quickly flee to Jzsv's Arms: 
Wireſtle until your Go is known, 

Till you can call the Lox D your own.+ 


H Y M N CCXVI. 886. p. 352 


JESUS, Everlaſting Gon, | 
O Who once for Sinners ſhed thy Blood 
- Upon Mount Calvary ; 
And finiſh'd there Redemption's Toil, 
And made loſt Man thy happy Spoll ; 
All Glory be to Thee 


Fain would 1 think upon thy Pain, 

And find therein my Life and Gain, 
And fix my Heart and Mind 

Upon thy Wounds and dying Love ; 

Nor from that Point my Heart remoye, 
But Reſt and Safety tind ! 


Content and glad Þll ever be 

To have Salvation, Lox, from Thee, 
Ev'n as a Sinner poor; 

I nothing have, I nothing am ; 

My Treaſure's in the Bleeding LAB, 8 
Both now and eyermore. 


The more, through Grace, myſelf J know 


The more content I am to bow, 
And fink beneath thy Croſs : 


Ff. 85. 10. f Gen. 32, 26. 9 Mat. 6. 21. 
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And live by Faith upon thy Blood, 
Waiting on Thee for cv'ry Good, 
And count my Gain but Los. 


H Y M N- CCXVII. C. M. p. 257 


LAS! and did my Sav 10UR bleed? 
A And did my Sov*REIGN die ? 
ould He devote that ſacred Head 
For ſuch a Worm as 1? 


Was it for Crimes that I had done 
He groan'd upon the Tree ? 

Amazing, Pity ! Grace unknown ! 
And Love beyond Degree. 

Well might the Sun in Darkneſs hide, & 
And ſhut his Glories in, 

When Gop the Mighty MAKER dy'd + 
For Man his Creature's Sin. 


Thus might J hide my bluſhing Face, 
While thy dear Croſs appears; 

Diſſolve my Heart in Thankfulneſs, 
And melt my Eyes to Tears. 


| But Drops of Grief can ne'er repay 
That Debt of Love I owe; 

Here, Lond, I'd give myſelf away, 

O help me ſo to do! 


i . 


HYMN COXVII. 3s. p. 388 


NCOURAG'D by the Word of Grace, 
We meet Thee at thy Table, Lonxp, 
O let us ſce thy ſmiling Face, —2 Cor. 4. 6. 
And one reviving Look afford: 


Mat. 27. 45. + Heb, 1. 2. 
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To us the Bread of Life be giv'n,— John 6.25. 
The Bread which cometh down from Heav'n. 


We are unworthy we confeſs, 
One Crumb of Children's Bread to taſte ;* 
Hut <lozthed-in thy Righteouſneſs, - 
We humbly venture to the Feaſt : 
Amidſt us Sinners, LorD, appear, 
And manifeſt thy Preſence here !--Mat.18. 20. 


With heav'nly Food our Souls refreſh, 
To us be known in breaking Bread :+ 
Taſting the Symbol of thy Fleſh, | 
May we on Grace and Mercy feed : 
Remind us how thy precious Blood- | 
Was ſhed, to ſeal our Peace with GoD. 


H Y M N CCXIX. S. M. p. 367 
CHRIST our Sacrifice. 


OT all the Blood of Beaſts 
On Fewiſh Altars flam, 
Could give the guilty Conſcience Peace, 
Or waſh away the Stain. 


But CarisT, the Heav'nly LAB, 
Takes all our Sins away: 

A Sacrifice of nobler Name, 
And richer Blood than they, 


My Faith would lay its Hand Lev. 1. 4. 
On that dear Head of Thine; | 
While like a Penitent J ſtand, 

And there confeſs my Sin. 


* Mark 7. 28. + Like 24. 35. 
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My Soul looks back to ſee 

Che Burden Thou didſt bear, — 1 Pet. 2. 24. 
When hanging on th' accurſed Tree; 

And hopes her Guilt was there. 


Believing, we rejoice | 
To ſee the Curſe remove :—Gal. 3. 13. 
We bleſs the Lams with chearful Voice, 


And ſing his bleeding Love. 


HYMN CCXX. L. M. p. 362 


OME Sinners to the Goſpel-Feaſt,* 
| Jesvs invites you for his Gueſt x 
O taſte the Goodneſs of your Gop, 

And eat his Fleſh and drink his Blood. 


See Him ſet forth before your Eyes,-Gal. 3. 1. 
Behold the bleeding Sacrifice ! 

His offer'd Love make haſte, embrace, 

And freely now be ſav'd by Grace. 


HYMN CCXXI. L. M. p. 363 
The helpleſs Sinner. 


ITY a helpleſs Sinner, Lokxp, ö 

Who would believe thy gracious Word ; 
zut own my Heart, with Shame and Grief, 
A Sink of Sm and Unbelief. 


Lord, in thy houſe I read there's room: 
And vent'ring hard behold I come. 

But can there, tell me, can there be, 

* Amongſt thy Children, Room for me? 


* Luks 14. 17. + Il. 6.53. 5 Mark 9. 2+ 
|| Luke 14. 2. 7 
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T eat the Bread and drink the Wine: 
But oh ! my Soul wants more than Sign. 
F faint unleſs I feed on Thee, 

And drink thy Blood as ſhed for me. 


For Sinners, LoxÞ, Thou cam'ſt to bleed: 
And I'm a Sinner vile indeed 
LoRv, I believe thy Grace is free: 

O, magnify it now in me! 


HYMN CCXXIL L. M. p. 372 


INNERS, the pierc'd REDEEMER ſee 8 
For you He hung upon the Tree: 
Behold Him by the Eye of Faith, 

For Life flows ſweetly from his Death. 


Salvation's unexhauſted Well — a. 12. 3. 
Still pours the placid Streams to heal; 
Profuſe the Spring inceſſant flows, 

Nor Meaſure nor Ceſſation knows. 


Here may we quench our parching Thirſt, 
(The Fountain-head a Living CHRIST ) 
T' allay proud Nature's Fire within, 

And calm the boiſt'rous Waves of Sin. 


Tis Jesv's Grace, true Life imparts, 
A Cordial for deſponding Hearts, 

A Med'cine for each Sin- fick Soul, 

A Balm to make the Wounded whole.“ 


Here may the wearied Spirit reſt, 
-Reclin'd upon the SAviovr's Breaſt ; 
The Mournful have each Want ſupply'd; 
The Faint a Remedy apply'd, 


Jer. 8. 22. 
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For each a Cure by Jesv's Death, 

For all that feel a quick*ning Faith; 
That Gift, Thou ComFoRTER Divine, 
Beſtow, and all we have be Thine, 


HY M N CCXXII. L. M. p. 377 


H ! that our flinty Hearts would melt, 
While to Remembrance, LoRD, we call: 
Part of that Weight which Thou halt felt, 
For who can comprehend it all? 


Ye Sinners, while theſe Symbols dear 
Preſent your ſufffring Lox D to View, 
Drop the ſoft Tribute of a Tear : 
For He ſhed many a Tear for you. 


In the ſad Garden, on the Wood, 
His Body bruis'd, from ev'ry Part 
Pour'd on the Ground a purple Flood; 
Till Sorrow broke his tender Heart. 


Lorp, while we thus ſhew forth thy Death, 
O ſend thy SIRIT from above; 

Help us to Feed on Thee by Faith ; 
And ſigh, and fing, and mourn, and love. 


H Y M N CCXX1V. S. M. p. 382. 
ESUS invites his Saints 


To meet around his ** 
Here pardon'd Rebels fit, and hold * 
Communion with their LoRDp. 


® Rom. 5. 1. 
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For Food, he gives his Fleſh ;—Fobn 6. 55. 
ble bids us drink his Blood; 

Amazing Favour ! matchleſs Grace ! 

Of our redeeming Gor ; 


Let all our Pow'rs be join'd 
His glorious Name to raiſe; 
Pleaſure and Love fill ev'ry Mind, 
And ev'ry Voice be Praiſe. 


HYM N CCXXV. p. 391 


6 hd LorD prepares a Royal Feaſt, 
Sweet Frutt of the ſharp Pan gs He bore! 
Lo! He reveals his ſhining Breaſt, 

I own theſe Wounds, and I adore ; 


Whence flow theſe Favours fo diviue ! 
JEsvs ! why ſhed thy precious Blood? 
Why for ſuch earthly Souls as mine, 
1 his Heav'nly Fleth, thus ſacred Food > 


?T was thine own Love that made Thee bleed, 
hat nail'd "Thee to th' accurſed Tree; 

Twas Thine own Love this Table ſpread 
For ſuch unworthy Worms as we. 


Give us to tafte thy dying Love, 
Come, Faith, and feed upon the Lorp : 
With glad Conſent our Lips ſhall move 
And ſweet Hoſannas crown the Board. 


H Y M N CCXXVI. 8 8 6. p. 392 


ESUS, Thou lovely bleeding Laws, 
Who underwent our Grief and Shame, 
To ſave our Souls from Hell; 
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While here we are around thy Board, 


Thy Pain, and Suff” rings to record, 
Thy Praiſe aloud we'll tell. 


We'll ſhout and ſing thy lovely Name, 
Loud Hallelujahs to the LAM, 
We'll fing thy Sov'reign Grace; 
Why didſt Thou leave thy Throne above 
To come and bleed to Death for Love, 
To fave our guilty Race. 


O matchleſs Grace! O boundleſs Love! 
Help us ye glorious Hoſts above, | 
| To ſound his Praiſe Abroad ; 
Hoſanna, bleſſed be his Name, 
He fought and bled and overcame 
And made our Peace with Gon. 


HYMN CCXXVII. C. M. p. 407 


OME Hol GrosT, Thine Influence 

And realize the Sign, (ſhed, 

Thy Life infuſe into the Bread, | 
Thy Pow'r into the Wine. 


Effectual let the Tokens prove, 
And made by Heav'nly Art 


Fit Channels to convey thy Love 
To each believing Heart. 


HYMN CCXXVIIIL L. M. p. 397 


7 WAS on that dark, that doleful Night, 
When Pow'rs of Earth.and Hell aroſe. 
Againſt the Son of Gop's Delight, 
And Friends betray'd Him to his Foes : 
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Before the mournful Scene began, 

He took the Bread, and blets'd, and brake : 
What Love thro' all his Actions ran! 
What wondrous Words of Grace He fpake ! 


This is my Body broke for Sin, 
Receive and Eat the living Food: 

Then took the Cup, and bleſs'd the Wine; 
Tis the new Cov'nant in my Blood. 


« Do this, (He cry'd) 'til Time ſhall end, 
« In Mem'ry of your dying FRIEND; 
Meet at my Table and record 

4 The Love of your departed Lok p.“ 


JIxsus, thy Feaft we celebrate 
We ſhew thy Death, we fing thy Name, 
Till thou return, and we ſhall eat 


The Marriage- Supper of the LAB. 


HYMN CCXXIX. C. M. p. 398 


ORD how divine thy Comforts are ! 
L How Heav'nly is the Place 

1ere Jesvs ſpreads the ſacred Feaſt 

Of his Redeerming Grace! 


There the rich Bounties of our Gop, 
And ſweeteſt Glories ſhine ;- 

There J ESsUs ſays, That I am his, 
And my BELovED's mine.“ 


. Here (ſays the kind Redeeming Lorp, 
% And thews his wounded Side) 
6 See here the Spring of all your Joys, 


That open'd when I dy'd !” 
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To Him that waſh'd us in his Blood 
Be everlaſting Praiſe, 


Salvation, Honour, Glory, Paw'r, 
Eternal as his Days, | 


HYMN CCXXX. I. M. p. 400 


T thy Command, our deareſt Logp, 
Here we attend thy dying Feaft ; 

Thy Blood, like Wine, adorns thy Board, 

And thy own Fleſh feeds every Gueſt, 


Our Faith adores thy bleeding Love 
And truſts for Life in one that dy'd ; 

We hope for Heav'nly Crowns above, 
From a REDEEMER crucify'd, 


HY MN CCXXXI. C. M. p. 405 


ORD ! may I never once forget 
What a poor Worm I am; 
trom Death and Hell redeem'd by Blood, 
The Blood of Gop's dear LAMB! 


Hungry and thirſty after Thee, 
May I be found each Hour; 

Humble in Heart, and happy kept 
By Thine Almighty PW-wr? 


May thy Bleſt Spikfrr, in my Heart, 
Moft ſweetly ſhed abroad 

The Love of my Incarnate Gop, 
Who bought me with his Blood ! 


[ 192 ] 
The Myftery of Redeeming Love 


Be ever dear to me; 


And may the Fleſh and Blood of CHRIST 
My daily Manna be! | 


HYMN CCXXXII. c. M. p. 407 


HIS was Compaſſion like a Gop, 
That when the SAv1ouk knew 

J he Price of Pardon was his Blood, 
His Pity n&er withdrew ! 


He ſunk beneath our heavy Woes, 
To raiſe us to his Throne : | 

There's not a Gift his Hand beſtows 
But coſt his Heart a Groan. 


Now tho” He reigns exalted high, 
His Love is ſtill as great: 

Well He remembers Calvary, 
Nor will his Saints forget. 


Here we receive repeated Seals 
Of JIEsv's dying Love: 

Hard 1s the Wretch that never feels 
One ſoft Affection move. 


Here let our Hearts begin to melt, 
While we his Death record; 

And with our Joy for pardon'd Guilt,* 
Mourn that we pierc'd the Lokp. 


® Rom. 5. 2. 
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HYMN CCXXXIIL L. M. p. 460 
Salvation by Grace. 
OW to the Pow'r of Gop ſupreme, 


N Be everlaſting Honours 2 - 
e ſaves from Hell, (we bleſs his Name) 


Re calls loſt wand'ring Souls to Heav'n. 


Not for our Duties or Deſerts,-2 Tim. 2. 9,10» 
But of his own abounding Grace, 

He works Salvation in our Hearts, 
And forms a People for his Praiſe, 


*T was his own Purpoſe that begun 
To reſcue Rebels doom'd to die, 
He gave us Grace in CHRIST his Son, 
Before he ſpread the ſtarry Sky. 


Esus, the LoRD, appears at laſt, 
And makes his Father's Counſels known; 
Declares the great Tran ſactions paſt ; 
And brings immortal Bleſſings down. 


HYMN CCXXXIV. C.M. p. 470 
Bleſſings of the Goſpel. 


LEST are the Souls that hear and know 
B The'Goſpel's joyful Sound, 

cace ſhall attend the Path they go, 

Ard Light their FR fatrownd, 
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Their Joy ſhall bear their Spirits up, 
Thro' their Redeemer's Name! 
His Righteouſneſs exalts their Hope, 

Nor Satan dares condemn. 


The Lox p our Glory and Defence, 
Strength and Salvation gives: 

Iſrael, thy King for ever reigns, 
Thy Gop far ever lives. 


H TMN CCXXXV. L. M. p. 47. 
The Pricſthood of CHRIST. 


LOOD has a Voice to pierce the Skies; 
B Revenge, the Blood of Abel cries : 
ut the dear Stream, when CHRIST was lain, 
- Speaks Peace as loud from ev'ry Vein. 


Pardon and Grace from Gop on high ; 
Behold ! he lays his Vengeance by ; 


And Rebels that deſerve his Sword, 
Become the Fav'ritcs of the LoRD, 


To TJesvs let our Praiſes riſe, 

Who gave his Life a Sacrifice; 
Now he appears before our Gon, 
And for our Pardon pleads his Blood. 


AH Y M N CCXXXVI. 8. 7. p. 472 


The Same. 
ATHER, hear the Blood of JIEsus 
Speaking in thine Ear above ; 
From thy Wrath and Curſe relca'e us; 
Manifcf thy pard'ning Love. | 
O receive us to thy Favour, 
For his only ſake receive ; 
Batisfy our bleeding-SAvy1ouR, 


Let us by his dying live.— I/ 53. 11. 
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«© To thy pard' ning Grace receive them,“ 
Once He pray'd upon the Tree: 

Still his Blood cries out “ forgive them,” 
All their Sins were purg'd by me. 

Still our Advocate 1n 8 
Prays the Pray'r on Earth begun, 

& Father, ſhew their Sins forgiv'n ; 


“Father, glorify thy Son.“ — 1 Fobn 2. r. 


HY MN CCXXXVII. C. M. p. 476 
For the Lord's SupPER. 


OW ſweet and awful is the Place, 
H With CarisT within the Doors? 
hile everlaſting Love diſplays 

The choiceſt of her Stores. 


Here ev'ry Bowel of our Gor 
With ſoft Compaſhon rolls; 

Here Peace and Pardon, bought with Blood, 
Are Food for dying Souls, 


While all our Hearts and all our Songs 
Join to admire the Feaft, 

Each of us cry with thankful Tongues, 
« Lord, why was I a Gueſt ?“ 


Why was I made to hear thy Voice, 
And enter while there's room; | 
Wheu thouſands make a wretched Choice, 
And rather ſtarve than come? 


"Twas the ſame Love that ſpread the Feaſt, 
That ſweetly drew us in; 
Elſe we had full refus'g to taſte, 
And perith'd in our Sin. 
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HYMN ccxxxvIII. S. M. p. 478 


Looking to Jesus. Pl. 104. 


OW glorious the LAM 
Is feen on his Throne ! 
His Labours are o'er, 
His Conqueſts put on ; 
A Kingdom is giv'n 
Into the Lans's Hand, 
In Earth and in Heav'n 
For ever to ſtand. 


Ve Sinners below, 
Then truſt in the Loxp, 

Look up to his Arm, 

His Honour, his Word : 
Athirſt for his Favour, 

His Godhead adore, 
Look up to your SavIiouR, 

And joy evermore | 


H Y M N CCXXXIX. C. M. p.467 
God's Faithfulneſs. 


EGIN, my Tongue, ſome heav'nly Theme, 
B And ſpeak fome boundleſs Thing, 
'he mighty Works, or mighticr Name, 
Of our Eternal King. 


Tell of his wondrous Faithfulneſs, 
And ſound his Pow'r abroad, 

Sing the ſweet Promiſe of his Grace, 
And the performing Gon. 


Proclaim Salvation from the LoRp 
For wretched dying Men; 

His Hand hath writ the ſacred Word 
With an immortal Pen. ; 
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Engray'd as in 2 Braſs, 
he might 2. Promiſe ſhines; 
Nor can the Pow'rs of Darkneſsraze 
Thoſe everlaſting Lines. 


HTM N CCEE. CEC 


Longing for Heaven. 


THRIST's own ſoft Hand ſhall wipe the 
From ev'ry weeping Eye : ( Tear 
Affliction, Pain, and Grief, and Fear, 
And Death itſelf, ſhall die. 


How long, dear Saviour, O how long, 
Shall this bright Hour delay ? 

Fly ſwiftly round, ye Wheels of Time, 
And bring the w —_— Day! 


HYMN CCXLI. 8. M. 


CurisT's Interceſſion. 


ELL ! the REDEEMER's gone 
T' appear before our God, 
To ſprinkle o'er the flaming Throne 
With his atoning Blood. 


No fiery Vengeance now 

No burning Wrath comes down; 
If Juſtice calls for Sinners Blood, 

The SAv 10uUR ſhews his own. 


Before his FaTHeR's Eye,—1 Fobn 2. 2. 
Our humble Suit he moves; 

The Father lays his Thunder by, 
And looks, and ſmiles, and Loves. 


R 3 
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Now may our Joyful Tongues 
Our Maker's Holen ſing : 


Jesus the Prieſt receives our Songs, 
And bears 'em to the KING. 


HYMN CcxLII. L. M. 


The Same. 


IFT up your Eyes to th' heav'nly Seats 
Where your REDEEMER. Stays; 
ind Interceſſor, there he ſits, 
And loves, and pleads, and prays. 


*T was well, my Soul, he dy'd for thee; 
And ſhed his vital Blood; 

Appeas'd ſtern. Juſtice on the Tree, 
And then aroſe to Gop. 


Petitions now, and Praiſe may riſe, 
And Saints their Off 'rings bring? 

The Prieſt with his own Sacrifice 
Preſents them to the RING. 


Ten thouſand Praiſes to the KING, 

HFoſannah in the high'ſt! 

Ten thouſand Thanks our Spirits bring 
To Go, and to his CHRIST. | 


HYMN CCXLII. 8 7. 
Looking to Jzsvs in Gethſemane, 


NAINNERS ! come, look at him yonder, 
Groaning, bleeding, like to die ; 
Him, whoſe A than Death is ſtronger 

Dearer than his Liberty. | 


8. 
Like us, was he found in Faſhion 
With us for to ſympathize : 
Oh! his Soul is all Compaſſion, 
Broken Hearts he'll ne'er deſpiſe. 


From my Loxp I'd aſk a Favour ; 
That my Soul might henceforth be 

Rooted, ſettled, grounded ever 
On Him to Eternity. 

Still J Love him and adore him, 
While in Life I am confin'd ; 

Still my Wants Pl! lay before him, 
For I find him very kind. 


Day by Day on Him I'd center, 
Did not my unſtable Heart 
Fooliſhly let Trifles enter, 
And from my dear Logo depart : 
Oh! 'tis this alone that grieves me, 
This alone creates my Pain ; 
"Tis not in his Heart to leave me, 
No: He changeleſs doth remain. 


HYMN CCXLIV. L. M. 
Morning. 


(op, how endleſs is thy Love! * 
Thy Gifts are ex'ry Ev'ning new; 


And Morning Mercies from above, 
Gently diftil like ear Dew is 


Thou ſpread'ſt the Curtain of the Night, 
Great Guardian of our ileeping Hours 

Thy Sov'reign Word rettores the Light, 
And quickens all our drowiy Pow'rs. 


a at Ter. 31. 3» 
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We yield our Pow'rs to thy Command, 
To Thee we conſecrate our —_ ' 

Perpetual Bleſſings from thy Hand, 
— perpetual Songs of Praiſe! 


HYMN CCXLV. 8 7. 
The Sun of Righteouſneſs, Mal. 4. 2. 


IGHT of thoſe whoſe dreary dwelling 
Borders on the Shades of Death, * 
Come ! and by thy Love's Revealing 

Diſſipate the Clouds beneath : 
The nw Heav'n, and Earth's Creator, + 
In our deepeſt Darkneſs riſe ! 
Zcatt'ring all the Night of Nature, 
Pouring Eye-Sight on our Eyes? & 


Still we wait for Thine Appearing, 
Life and Joy thy Beams impart, 
Chaſing all our Fears, and chearing 
Ev'ry poor benighted Heart : 
Come, and manifeſt the Favour 
Gop hath for our ranſom'd Race; 
Come! Thou Univerſal Saviour ! 
Come! and bring the Goſpel-Grace ! 


Save us in thy. Great Compaſſion, 
O Thou mild pacific PRINCE -/. q. 6. 
Give the Knowledge of Salvation, —Luke 1.77. 
Give the Pardon of our Sins, 
By Thine All- reſtoring Merit, 
Ev'ry burden'd Soul releaſe.— Mat. 1 1. 28. 
Ev'ry weary, wand'ring spirit 
Guide into thy perfect Peace.-Pſe. 119. 176. 


| Ja. 9. 2. + Rev. 21. 1.8. 5 In. 35. 5. 
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H Y M N CCXLVI. L. M. 


Invitation. 


ITHER ye Poor, ye Sick, ye Blind, 

A Sin-diforder'd trembling Throng ; 

1o you the Goſpel calls, to you | 
Mess1Aan's Bleſſings all belong.-Luke 14. 21. 


Reaſon's and Virtue's boaſting Sons, 
Derive no Bleſſings from his Tree :+ 

For Sinners only Ixsus dy*'d,—1 Pet. ii. 24. 
Then ſure I hear He dy'd for me! 


*T was with our Griefs Mxss 1 AH groan'd, 
Twas with our Guilt His Soul was try'd, 

Our Puniſhment He took, He bore, 
And Sinners lived when IEsus dy'd ! 


Awake each Heart, ariſe each Soul, 
And join the blitsful Choirs above, 
May nothing tune our future Song, 


But Heav'nly Wiſdom, Hcav'nly Love ! 


H Y MM N CCXLVII. 


For a national Faſt. 


ORD, look on all aſſembled here; 
Who in thy Preſence ſtand, 
To offer up united Prayer 
For this our ſinful Land. 


Oft have we, each in private, pray'd 
Our Country might find Grace. 
F . _ 
Now hear the {ame Petitions made 
In this appointed Place. 


+ AA. 5. 30. $1. 53: 4, J 
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Or, if amongſt us ſome be met; 
So careleſs of their Sin, 


They have not cry'd for Mercy yet 
Lomb let them now begin. 


Thou, by whoſe Death poor Sinners Live, 
By whom their Prayers ſucceed, 
Thy Sp'rit of Supplication give, 
nd we {hall pray indeed. 


O turns us, turn vs, mighty Lord, 
By thy reſiſtleſs Grace! 
Then ſhall our Hearts receive thy Word, 
And humbly ſeek thy Face. 


Great God of Hoſts, Deliv'rance bring, 
Guide thoſe that hold the Helm; 

Support the State; preſerve the King; 
And ſpare the guilty Realm. 


Or ſhould the dread Decree be paſt, 
And we muſt feel thy Rod; 

May Faith and Patience hold us faſt 
To our correcting Gon. 


. be our deſtin'd Caſe 


Accept us in thy Sow ; 
Give us his GosPEL, and his GRAcCt ; 
And then Thy Hill be done.” 


H Y M N CCXLVIIL 68 4. 
The Backſlider, 


| Far let thy pitying Eye 


Call back a 5 Sheep 
Falſe to thee like Peter, 
Like Peter fain would weep : 
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Let me be by Grace reſtor'd, 
On me all its Freeneſs ſhown ; 


Turn, and look upon me, LorD, 
And break my Heart of Stone. 


SAVIOUR, Prince, enthron'd above, 
Repeutance to impart ; 

Give me, through thy dying Love, 
T he humble contrite —— * 

Give, what I have long implor'd, 


A Portion of thy Love unknown: 
Turn, and look, &c. 


dee me, SAVIOUR, from above, 
Nor ſuffer me to die ; 
Life, and Happineſs, and T.ove, 
Drop from thy gracious Eye: 
Speak the reconciling Word, 
And let thy Mercy melt me down ! 
Turn, and look, &, 


Look, as when 1 beheld 
The Harlot in Diſtreſs; 


Dry'd her Tears, her Pardon ſeal'd, 
And bid her go in Peace: 
Foul, like her, and ſelf-abhor'd, 
I at thy Feet for Mercy groan : 
Turn, and look, &c. 


Look, as when thy pitying Eye 

Was clos'd, that we might live : 
Father,“ (at the Point to die, 

My SAav1ouR gaſp'd) Forgive!“ 

Surely, with that dying Word, 

He turns, and looks, and crys, “ Tis done !” 
O my Loving, Bleeding Lok, 

Thou break'ſt my Heart of Stone. 


2 
H YMN CCXLIX. L. M. 
| Thankſgiving. | 
Bear O my Soul, the living God, 
c 


Call home thy Thoughts that rove abroad; 
t all the Pow'rs within me join ' 
In Work and Worſhip ſo divine. 


Bleſs, O my Soul, the God of Grace 

His Favours claim thy higheſt Praiſe; _ 
Why ſhould the Wonders he hath wrought 
Be loſt in Silence and forgot ? 


*T was he, my Soul, who ſent his Son 

To die for Crimes which thou haſt done; 
He owns the Ranſom, and forgives 

The hourly Follies of our Lives. 


Our Youth decay'd, his Pow'r repairs ; 
His Mercy crowns our growing Y ears ; 

Re fativhes our Mouth with Good, 

And fills our Hopes with heav'nly Fcod, 


Let the whole Earth his Pow'r confe 8, 

Let the whole Earth adore his Grace: 
The Gentile with the Few ſhall join 
In Work and Worſhip ſo divine. 


l. S. N. 
Before Sermon. 


PIRIT of Faith, come down, 
Thy Seal with Pow'r ſet to ;—Eph. 13. 1. 
This Ord'nance with thy Preſence crown, 
And prove the Record true. 


Pardon and Grace impart ; 
Come quickly from above : 
IVitneſs for God in every Heart, — Rom, 8. 16, 


And ſhed Abroad his Love. — Rom. 5. 5, 


[ 295 ] 
HYMN CCLI. L.M,, 


. Graces before Meat. 


E preſent at our Table, Lord ! 
Be here and ev'ry where ador'd : 
ITheſe Creatures bleſs, and grant that we 
May feaſt in Paradiſe with thee, 


HY M N CCLI. S. M. 


HOU Sav1ouk divine, 
Moſt graciouſly bleſs 
T heſe Mercies of thine, 
With ſpiritual Grace: 
That, while we are taſting 
Our temporal Food, 
Our Souls may be praiſing 
The Goodneſs of God. 


H Y MN CCLIIL 8s. | 
Grace after Meat. = 


LESSED be Goo, for ever bleſt 
Our Gop, the Maſter of the Feaſt ! 
Who hath for us a Table ſpread, | 
And us through all our Journey fed; 
May He, with ev'ry Gift, impart 
The Crown of all, a thankful Heart. 


HYMN CCLIV. L. M. 


E thank thee Lox p for this our Food, 
But more becauſe of IEsU's Blood; 

Let Manna to our Souls be givn, 

The Bread of Life ſent down from Heay'n. 
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. 
I MN cc. v. L. M. 
Longing for Gop's Houſe. 
OW pleaſant, how divinely fair, _ & J 
O Lonp of Hoſts, thy Dwellings are! 


| he new-born Soul both longs and faints 
To meet th' A ſſemblies of thy Saints. 


Bleſt are the Souls that find a Place 
Within the Temple of thy Grace! 
There they behold thy gentler Rays, 

And ſeek thy Face, and learn thy Praiſe. 


Bleſt are the Men whoſe Hearts are ſet 

To ſind the Way to Zion's Gate; | 

Gop is their Strength, and through the Road 
They lean upon their Helper Gop. 


Oh may we walk with growing Strength, 
? Fill we all meet in Heav'n at length: 
Till all before CuR1sT's Face appear, 
And join in nobler Worſhip there! 


HY M N CCLEVI. 104th. PC. 
After Sermon. | 
| LL Praiſe to the Lon, all Praiſe is his due, 
To Day is his Word of Promiſe found true, 
e 


, we are the Nations preſented to God, 
Well-pleaſing Oblations thro? Jesvs's Blood. 


Poor Gentiles from far to Irsus we came, 

And offer'd we are to Gop thro” his Name; 

T'o God, thro' the Spirit, ourſelves, do we give,“ 
And ſav'd by the Merit of IEsus we live. 


Hy uN cœl xu. Le M. 
The Same 


UR Lives, our All we here preſent, _ . 

If for thy Sake they may be ſpent 5 1 
Fulfil thy ſov'reign Counſel, Lee W 
Thy will be done, thy Name ador'd. | 


Give us thy Strength, thou Gop of Pow'r, 
hen let Men Scorn, and Satan roar ; ) 
Thy faithful Witneſſes we'll be, ; 
Tis Fixt—** ie can do all thro Thee —PhiL 13. 4. 


HYMN CCLVII. rs. 


Iwill fing of the Mercy of the Lon p for ever. 
PsALM 89. 1. | 
HX Mercy, my Gol, is the Theme of my 


Song, 5 2 | 

The Joy of my Heart, and. the Boaſt of my | 
Tongue : "2" "19 

Thy free Grace, alone, from the firſt to the laſt, 

Has won my Affections, and bound my Soul faſt. | 

| | 

| 


Without thy ſweet Mercy, I could not live here; 
Sin ſoon would reduce me to utter Deſpair + /. 
But, tho' thy free Goodneſs,” my Spirits revive, 
And he that firſt made me, ſtill keeps me, alive. 


Whene'er I go wrong, thy rich Mercy begins 
To melt me, and then I can mourn for my Sins: 
And, led by thy Spirit, to JEsvs's Blood, 

My Sorrows are dry'd, and my Strength is renew'd, 
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Thy Mercy is more than a Match for my Heart, 
Which wondars to feel its own Hardneſs depart ; 
Diſſolv'd by thy Preſence I fall to the Ground, 
And weep to the Praiſe of the Mercy I found. 


Thy Mercy in Jeſus exempts me from. Hell; 
Of thy Mercy I'll fing, of thy Mercy I'll tell: 

* Fwas Ess Friend,when he hung on the Tree, 
That open'd the Channel of Mercy for me. 


Great Father of Mercics, thy Goodneſs I own, 
And the Covenant- Love of thy crucify'd Son: 
Ail Praiſe to the Spirit, whofe Whiſpers divine 
Seal Mercy, and Pardon, and Righteouſneſs mine. 


MH YM IN: CCEFX.. I. N. 
b | 1 r 4 
* cill mention the Loving Kindneſſes of the 
Losp.” Ia. Ix11. 7. * | 


1 WAK E. my Soul in joyful Lays, 
And ſing thy great Redeemer's Praiſe; 


e juſtly claims a Song from me. 
His Loving Kindneſs is ſo Free. 


He ſaw me ruin'd in the Fall, 
And lov'd me notwithſtanding all; 
He ſav'd me from my loft Eſtate, 
His Loving Kindneſs is ſo Great. 


When I was Satan's eaſy Prey, 
And deep in Debt and Bondage lay; 
He paid his Life for my Diſcharge, 
His Loving Kindneſs is ſo Large. 


209 ] 
Thro' many Hoſts of mighty Foes, 
Where Earth and Hell my Way oppoſe ; 


He fafely leads my Soul along, 
His Loving Kindneſs is fo Strong. 


Often I feel my finful Heart, ' 
Prone from my Ixsus to depart ; 
And tho” I have him oft forgot, 
His Loving Kindneſs changes not. 


When &er I paſs the gloomy Vale, 
And all my mortal Powers fail ; 
Oh may my laſt expiring Breath, 
His Loving Kindneſs ſing in Death. 


H Y M N CCLX. L. M. 
| BAPTISM. 
(23. E, Holy Ghoſt, deſcend from high; 


Baptiſer of our Spirits thou! 


The Sacramental Seal apply, 
And Witneſs with the Water now. 


Exert thy Energy divine, 
And ſprinkle the atoning Blood; 
May FATHER, Sox, and SPIRIT, join. 
Joo ſeal this Soul a Child of God. 


H TMN CCLXI. 7s. 
Pleading the Atonement. 


ATHER, God, who ſeeſt in me 
Only Sin and Miſery ; 
View thine own anointed one, 
Look on thy * 
3 it 
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Turn from me thy glorious Eyes 
To his bloody Sacrifice, 


To the full Atonement made, 
To the Ranſom he has paid. 


Hear his Blood's prevailing Cry, 
Let thy Bowels thin reply ; 
Ihen thro* Time the Sinner ſee, 
Then in ]esvs look on me. 


HYMN CCLXI. L. M. 


Firſt and Second Adam. 
EEP in the Duſt, before thy Throne, 


Our Guilt and our Diſgrace we own : 
Great God, we own th' unhappy Name, 
Whence ſprung cur Nature, and our Shame. 


But whilſt our Spirits fill'd with Awe, 
Behold the Terrors of thy Law, 

We ſing the Honours of thy Grace, 
That ſent to ſave our ruin'd Race. 


We ſing thine everlaſting Son, 

Who join'd our Nature to his own ; 
Adam, the ſecond, from the Duſt 
Raiſes the Ruins of the firſt, | 


Where Sin did reign, and Death abound, 
There have the Sons of Adam found 
Abounding Life ; there glorious Grace 


Reigns thro' the Lord our Righteouſneſs, 
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HYMN CCLXII. 
Humiliation, | 


ORD, we are vile, conceiv'd in Sin, 
L And born unholy and unclean : .. 
prung from the Man whoſe guilty Fall 

Corrupts the Race, and taints us all, 


Soon as we draw our Infant- Breath, 
The Seeds of Sin grow up for Death ; 
Thy Law demands a perfect Heart, 
But we're defil'd in ev'ry Part. 


Behold, we fall before thy Face, 
Our only Refuge is thy Grace In 
No outward Forms can make us clean, 
The Leproſy lies deep within. 


JEsvs, our Gop, thy Blood alone, 
Hath Pow'r ſufficient to atone; 

Lok, let us hear thy pard'niug Voice, 
And make our down-caſt Hearts rejoice, 


H Y M N CCLXIV. 88. 


FAI TR. 


OW ſafe and how happy are they, 
Who onthe good Shepherd rely ! 
He'll give them out Strength for their Day; 
Their Wants He will ſurely ſupply :; 
He Ravens and Lyons can tame ; 
All Creatures obey his Command 
Then let me rejoice in his Name, 


And leave all my Cares in his Hand, 


22. 
| 'H Y MN CCLXV. 68 4. 
HE Gop of Abr ham praiſe, 
Who reigns enthron'd above; 
AxrixN r of everlaſting Days, —Dan. 7. 22. 
And Gop of Love :—2' Cor. 13. 11. 
EHOV AH, GREAT I AM !] . 
y Earth and Heav'n confeſt; 
T bow. and. bleſs the ſacred Name, 
For ever bleſs'd. — Rom. 1. 25. 


The Gop of Abr' ham praiſe, 
At whoſe ſupreme. Command 
From Earth I riſe—and ſeek: the Joys 
At his right Hand: | 
J all on Earth forſake, 
Its Wiſdom; Fame and Pow'r ; 
And Him my only Portfon'make * 
My Shield and 'Tow'r.—P/. 18. 2. 


The Gop of Abr ham praiſe, 
Whoſe All-ſufficient Grace 
Shall guide me all — happy Days, — cn. 28. ry, 
| OT ig Ways ec 
He calls a Worm his Friend! — James 2. 23. 
He calls Himſelf my Gop !—Exed. 3. 6. 
And He ſhall fave me to the End,—1 Pet. 1. 5, 
Through Jesv's Blood. 


He by H1MSELF hath ſworn.— Hieb. 6. 13. 
I] on his Oath depend, - Rom. 4. 20, 21. 
I ſhall, en Eagle's Wings up-borne, —Exea. 19.1, 
To Heav'n aſcend ; C1 
I ſhall behold his Face, —Fobn 17. 24. 
I ſhall his Pow'r adore, 
And ſing the Wonders of his Grace—P/a. 145, 1. 
For evermore. Mw 
1 Exod. 6. 3. iii. 14. 
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Part the Second. 
Tho' Nature's Strength decay, — Rom. 4. 19. 
| And Earth and Hell withſtandz' - + 
To Canaan's Bounds I urge my Way, 1 
At his Command 
The wat'ry Deep I Gai Band, 14. 22. 
With Jxsus in my View. :—Exadi 13> Al. 
And thro' the howling Wilderneſs 
My Way purſue. 


The Goodly Land I fee, —FE xa. 3. 8. 
With Peat and Plenty bleſt ; 
A Land of facred Liberty, —Lev. 25. 42. 
And endleſs Reft :—Exod. 33. 14. 
There Milk and Honey flow :—£xed. 3. 8. 
And Oil and Wine abound;-Deut. 55 1 13214: 
Ang Trees of Life for ever grow, Ia. 6 * 
With Mercy crown'd. | 


There dwells the Lok p our KINO, 
The Loxp our RIGHTEOUSNESS, + 1 
Triumphant o'er the World and Sin; r 4. 8. 
| The Prince of Peace —1. 9 9. 6. 
On Sion's ſacred Height | 
His Kingdom till maintains; 
And Glorious with his Saints in Light, 
For ever reigns, 


He keeps his own ſecure,-P/a. 12. 7. 

He guards them by his Side, 
Arrays in Garments white and pure—Rev. 4. 4. 

Nis ſpotleſs Bride: — pb. 5. 27. 

With Streams of ſacred Bliſs, —Rev. 22. 1. 
With Groves of living Joys, 
Wich. all the Fruits of Paradiſe,- Rev: 2. GS 22. 2. 
He ſtill ſupplies. 
Jer. 33. 16. 


Y 3 N17 
Part the Third. 


Before the GR N Taxes Our 1 
They all exulting ſtand; 1 
And tell the Wonders He hath done,; Hf 

Thro' all their Land: 4 > 
The lifPning Spheres attend, T7 n 
And ſwell the growing Fame, 


And ſing, in Songs which never end, 
The Wondrous NAME. 


The Gon who reigns on High 
The Great Arch-Angels ſing, —//a, 6. 3 ; 
And Holy, Holy, HoLy,” ©y, 5 4 
- ,- ..  ALMIGHT Y:KING !. 17 * 
% Who waſt, and art the ſame ; 
4 And evermore ſhalt ble; 
40 HO Er I AMY 
„ Worſhip THEE,” 


Before the Sav 10UR's Face 
| The ranſom'd Nations bow; 
O'erwhelm'd at his Almighty Grace, 
For ever nec: 
He ſhews his Scars of Love!“ 
They kindle to a Flame; 
And ſound; thro' all the Worlds above, 
The oggheer A LAMB. 


The hole Kriunildlant ! Host 
Give Thanks to Gop on high; 
bo Hail, FATHER, SoN, and Hot. v GHrosr,” 
They ever cry : 
Hail, Abr*ham's Gor, and mine * 
[ join the heavenly Lays, 
All Might and Majeſty are thine, —Rev. 4. 11. 
Aad endleſs Praiſe. 


|| Rev. 7. 9, 10. 
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